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THE    HOUSE    OF    ISLAM 


IN  the  reign  of  the  Sultan  Abdul  Mejid 
Khan,  upon  termination  of  the  war  with 
Muscovy,  a  multitude  of  faithful  Georgians 
and  Circassians  chose  to  cast  themselves,  their 
women  and  children,  upon  the  bounty  of  the 
Padishah  rather  than  endure  the  yoke  of  an 
infidel  conqueror.  They  begged  but  leave  to 
settle  in  some  part  of  the  Sultan's  dominions, 
to  dwell  in  peace  among  true  believers  in 
obedience  to  the  law  of  God,  as  transmitted  to 
Muhammed,  His  Apostle.  But  their  spokes- 
men had  fierce  eyes,  and,  when  a  little  emphasis 
seemed  called  for,  each  clutched  quite  naturally 
at  the  dagger  in  his  sash. 

The  Sultan's  advisers — black-coated,  red- 
capped  Othmanlis  of  the  eyes  that  see  but 
never  look  —  noted  this  slight  discrepancy 
while  placidly  telling  their  beads.  There  were 
lawless  spots  in  the  empire.  On  the  confines 
of  Esh-Sham,  for  example,  the  peasants  paid 


2  THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM 

tax  to  the  chiefs  of  the  desert  rather  than  to 
the  lawful  tithe-farmer.  There  was  a  place 
with  work  in  the  world  for  men  both  loyal  and 
warlike. 

The  Sultan  Abdul  Mejid  heard  those  exiles. 
He  clothed  them  in  the  mantle  of  his  grace. 
Lands  were  granted  in  a  far  province,  rights 
and  privileges  were  conferred  upon  them. 
Letters  written  under  the  Tftghra  made  it  a 
duty  for  all  men  to  do  them  honour.  And  to 
prevent  untoward  collision  with  the  old  in- 
habitants, one  Milhem  Bey,  a  native  of  that 
country,  was  appointed  to  overlook  the  settle- 
ment and  quell  the  disputes  which  were  sure  to 
arise  at  the  outset. 

Many  days  after  the  Circassians  had  set 
sail  for  their  new  land,  one  hot  afternoon,  this 
Milhem  took  boat  at  Tufana,  down  by  the 
bridge,  and  went  to  visit  his  brother,  a  young 
doctor  of  the  religion,  who  dwelt  by  the  shore 
of  Asia.  As  his  caique  shot  forth  into  the 
strait,  the  coasts  of  Europe  opened  like  a 
scroll.  Fat  domes  and  slender  minarets  rose 
up  white  from  out  dark  cypress-groves  on  the 
hill  of  Istanbul.  Heaped  Ghalata  and  stragg- 
ling Pera  gathered  beauty  as  their  forms  re- 
ceded. The  song  of  waters,  with  the  pleasant 
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sense  of  gliding,  soothed  Milhem.  He  closed 
his  eyes  upon  the  shining  prospect,  while  he 
said  in  his  soul — 

"  It  is  well.  .  .  .  Yet  not  altogether  well. 
After  fifteen  years  of  obeisance,  now  at  last  I 
am  lord  of  something  —  a  small  thing,  but 
earnest  of  more  to  come.  That  is  good. 
Praise  to  Allah,  I  am  blest  in  that !  .  .  .  But 
it  has  taken  long  to  reach  this  little  eminence, 
and  has  cost  me — Merciful  Allah  ! — how  much 
money  !  My  patrimony  is  all  but  spent.  And 
this  post  is  not  worth  the  trouble  unless  as  a 
step  to  something  finer.  A  few  rock-scraping 
fellahin,  a  few  wild-beast  Circassians.  .  .  . 
What  profit,  O  Lord,  in  such  a  government  ? 
After  six  months  or  eight  I  shall  return. 
Then,  it  may  be,  they  will  speak  to  me  of  a 
pashalik.  Where — Allah  pity  ! — can  I  touch 
the  price  of  a  pashalik  ?  Without  money  I 
can  go  no  further.  If  Shems  -  ud  -  din,  my 
brother,  will  not  help  me,  I  must  borrow  of  the 
infidel.  O  Shems-ud-din  !  O  my  soul !  Allah 
knows  it  has  been  my  sin  to  neglect  thee. 
How  long  since  I  embraced  thee,  O  my 
dear  !  " 

The  boat  came  to  land  at  a  point  where  a 
huddle  of  coloured  dwellings  on  the  sea's  brink 
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and  a  mosque  with  needle-pointed  minarets 
cast  a  shimmer  on  the  smooth  water.  Milhem 
clambered  out  on  to  a  landing-stage  and  started 
to  climb  a  path  through  orchards  which  led  to 
his  brother's  house. 

The  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  sat  under  a  tree 
enjoying  the  view  across  the  strait  of  the  im- 
perial city,  when  he  was  struck  by  the  apparition 
of  a  white  sunshade  slowly  bobbing  up  the  path 
from  the  shore.  Another  minute  and  he  sprang 
to  his  feet,  crying,  "  Thanks  to  Allah  ! "  With 
eyes  alight,  he  ran  to  kiss  his  brother. 

"  They  told  me  thou  wast  gone,"  he  said,  as 
he  led  him  to  the  carpet  under  the  tree.  "  But 
my  heart  informed  me  that  they  lied.  Thou 
wouldst  never  have  gone  without  my  peace 
on  thee.  I  am  glad  they  lied  who  told  me 
thou  wast  gone." 

"  Of  a  surety  they  lied,"  chuckled  Milhem. 
"  Every  one  thought  I  should  travel  with  those 
wild  beasts.  Only  this  morning  one  of  the 
greatest  called  me  laggard  for  remaining  be- 
hind. Hear  my  answer!  I  said:  'O  my 
lord,  had  I  journeyed  with  the  colonists,  I  had 
surely  been  a  party  to  their  quarrels  as  they 
arose.  With  your  grace's  permission,  let  the 
quarrels  first  arise  that  I,  coming  as  a  stranger, 
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may  judge  impartially  with  whom  the  right. 
Moreover/  I  said,  *  may  it  please  your  highness, 
I  would  set  my  house  in  order  ere  I  go.  And 
your  excellency's  self  will  admit  that  the  city 
Istana  is  mistress  of  more  charm  than  the 
desert  possesses/  I  tell  thee,  he  laughed, 
that  great  one ;  he  laughed  immoderately  and 
praised  my  understanding.  Men  begin  to  per- 
ceive that  Milhem  Bek  is  not  foolish.  In  sh' 
Allah  he  will  be  Milhem  Basha  some  day." 

"In  sh'  Allah!"  echoed  Shems-ud-din, 
vaguely. 

"  But  a  province  costs  much  money !"  sighed 
Milhem,  at  the  same  time  darting  a  sharp  glance 
at  his  brother's  face. 

The  stupid  had  not  heard.  There  he  sat, 
fingering  his  great  black  beard,  and  gazing  with 
his  great  brown  eyes,  full  and  wistful  as  a 
gazelle's,  over  the  cypress-tops  of  an  adjacent 
cemetery,  over  the  blue  strait,  to  the  crowding 
minarets  of  the  city. 

"Am  I  here  to  watch  thee  dreaming?" 
said  Milhem,  tartly.  "  Art  in  love,  or  what 
ails  thee  ?  " 

Shems-ud-din  turned  to  him  with  a  smile. 

"  Love,  saidst  thou  ?  I  have  not  loved 
these  many  days,  since  the  death  of  one  I 
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loved  truly.  She  whom  I  have  now  is  but  for 
appearance,  lest  neighbours  should  deem  me 
disreputable,  living  alone.  ...  I  do  but  think, 
O  my  brother.  I  think,  by  Allah's  leave,  I  go 
with  thee." 

Milhem  flung  up  his  hands  and  eyes  to 
heaven. 

"  What  a  fancy ! "  he  cried,  affrighted. 
"  May  Allah  heal  thee  of  it  quickly !  " 

11  Mock  me  not,  O  beloved ! "  pleaded 
Shems-ud-din.  "Whom  love  I  in  the  world 
like  thee  ?  While  thou  wast  absent  fighting  in 
the  holy  wars,  had  my  soul  peace  ?  And  since 
then,  seeing  thee  so  seldom,  have  I  been  con- 
tent ?  I  adjure  thee,  by  our  love  of  old,  gainsay 
me  not  in  this  matter  !  " 

Launched  upon  a  favourite  theme,  he  con- 
tinued in  this  strain  of  deep  affection  a  great 
while. 

Milhem  answered  not  a  word.  Profoundly 
moved,  he  plucked  up  the  grass  near  him  by 
the  roots,  snuffling  to  keep  from  tears.  At 
last,  able  to  bear  it  no  longer,  he  rose  abruptly 
and  took  his  leave  with  broken  words  of  bless- 
ing and  praise  to  God.  Not  until  his  boat 
danced  midway  across  the  path  of  darkening 
water,  and  the  minarets  of  the  sovereign  city, 
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aloft  in  the  sunset,  seemed  spears  of  a  phantom 
host  uplifted,  threatening,  did  he  remember  his 
purpose  in  the  visit. 

On  the  morrow,  before  noon,  he  found  his 
way  to  the  street  of  sweet  odours,  where  Shems- 
ud-din  had  a  shop  which  it  was  his  custom  to 
visit  on  that  day  of  each  week  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  account  with  his  steward.  This  morn- 
ing Shems-ud-din  was  not  alone.  Two  old  men 
sat  with  him  in  the  inner  gloom,  beyond  where 
a  group  of  women  chaffered  with  the  sales- 
man. They  were  sheykhs  renowned  through 
all  the  world  for  their  learning  and  piety,  stern 
foes  to  innovation,  for  whom  a  time-serving 
official  was  an  unclean  beast. 

Milhem  bowed  low  before  those  holy  ones, 
and  blessed  the  lucky  day. 

After  seats  had  been  resumed,  Shems-ud- 
din  observed — 

"  I  was  telling  these,  my  friends,  of  the 
journey  I  purpose  to  make.  And  they  have 
honoured  me  with  a  mission.  ..." 

But  Milhem  stopped  his  ears,  crying : 
"  Think  not  of  it,  I  beseech  thee,  O  my 
brother !  I  come  on  purpose  to  restrain  thee. 
With  the  permission  of  these  reverend  ones, 
thy  thought  to  go  with  me  is  not  of  wisdom. 
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Does  a  man  right  to  quarrel  with  the  part 
allotted  ?  Behold  thee  here  in  great  honour, 
with  such  friends  about  thee  ;  yet  not  content ! 
Thou  must  needs  embark  upon  a  venture — 
very  perilous,  very  tiresome — whereunto  no 
one  calls  thee.  Do  not  so,  O  my  brother,  for 
the  sin  is  great ! " 

"  Once  upon  a  time  Eblis  himself  met  an 
angel  from  Allah,  and,  looking  earnestly  upon 
his  face,  observed,  '  Sin  not,  I  entreat  thee/ ' 
said  one  of  the  two  old  doctors  in  a  manner  of 
abstruse  meditation. 

Milhem  bit  his  lips.  He  said,  "  Who  am 
I  to  discuss  what  is  right  with  the  law's  ex- 
ponents ?  Yet  now  and  then,  in  my  chamber, 
I  give  thought  to  these  high  matters.  And  it 
has  seemed,  to  my  little  understanding,  a  sin 
that  my  brother  should  wander  from  a  road  so 
clear  before  him." 

"  By  my  beard,  I  see  not  the  harm  !  "  said 
the  sheykh  who  had  before  spoken.  "Why 
should  not  our  friend,  the  learned  Shems-ud- 
din,  revisit  his  native  land,  a  land  of  true 
belief?  In  sh'  Allah,  he  will  enjoy  himself 
there.  .  .  .  But  perhaps  our  lord  the  Bey 
would  go  alone.  Two  eyes  of  truth  fixed  con- 
stantly upon  him  embarrass  the  statesman." 
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"  Which  is  only  to  say  :  He  would  keep 
his  master's  counsel.  Allah  witness,  I  have 
no  desire  save  for  my  brother's  welfare." 

"  That  is  known  for  certain/'  cried  Shems- 
ud-din,  heartily.  "  But  fear  not  for  me.  I  go 
gladly." 

Milhem  shrugged  his  shoulders.  As  soon 
as  coffee  had  been  served  he  took  his  departure. 
Where  was  the  use  in  staying  longer  ?  These 
dotards  showed  no  intention  of  moving,  and  he 
would  not  mention  his  need  in  their  cold 
hearing. 

At  a  later  hour  he  returned  that  way  and, 
seeing  Shems-ud-din  alone  in  the  depths  of  the 
shop,  ran  in  and,  stooping,  kissed  the  hem  of 
his  robe.  Through  eagerness  to  convince  he 
magnified  his  want  a  hundredfold.  By  Allah, 
by  the  admirable  Coran,  he  had  spent  all  his 
inheritance — had  sown  it  rather,  hoping  to  reap 
a  rich  crop  of  honour.  His  last  para  had 
gone  to  procure  this  beggarly  appointment  of 
governor  over  sundry  wild  beasts.  On  his 
return,  if  Allah  kept  him  alive,  he  would  have 
the  offer  of  a  wilciyet.  Where  in  the  world 
could  he  touch  the  price  of  a  wilayet  ?  Rather 
than  borrow  of  an  Armenian  or  other  usurious 
infidel,  he  would  beg  in  the  gate  of  one  of  the 


10         THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM 

mosques  ;  he  had  not  yet  decided  which.  He 
was  in  the  hand  of  the  Almighty,  to  whom  the 
praise.  .  .  .  Three  hundred  thousand  piasters 
at  the  lowest.  ...  Ma  sh'  Allah  !  It  was  too 
much  to  ask  of  any  man  !  .  .  . 

"  O  my  dear,  O  light  of  my  eyes,  O  my 
breath ! "  cried  Shems-ud-din,  when  he  could 
speak  for  amazement.  "  Why  hast  thou  kept 
silence  ?  Is  it  for  this  thou  didst  shun  me  ? 
Fie  on  thy  pride !  Thou  hast  a  share  in  this 
business,  as  in  all  belonging  to  me.  Talk  not 
of  begging  when  thou  hast  a  trade.  There  is 
but  little  now  in  my  hand ;  but  to-morrow  or 
the  day  after  I  will  pay  thee  all  I-  can  collect. 
Of  the  rest  we  will  speak  later.  Have  no  fear ! 
All  mine  is  thine ;  and,  by  the  blessing  of 
Allah,  it  may  be  that  my  patrimony  has  in- 
creased while  thine  wasted." 

Milhem  wept  on  his  brother's  neck  and 
called  him  kindest  of  the  sons  of  Adam. 

"  By  my  life,  he  has  earned  the  right  to  bear 
me  company/'  he  murmured  as  he  went  his 
way.  "May  Allah  requite  him  !  And  if,  in 
such  close  converse,  he  should  discover  a  little 
thing  to  my  disadvantage,  it  is  so  decreed. 
Allah  knows  a  man  of  my  employments  cannot 
keep  the  habits  of  a  saint." 
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He  vowed  before  God  to  keep  strict  watch 
upon  himself,  to  avoid  giving  offence  to  his 
brother's  piety.  But  he  had  forgotten  the 
vow,  or  recanted,  when  the  day  of  departure 
came. 

Shems-ud-din,  with  other  turbaned  voyagers, 
was  in  the  custom-house,  patiently  enduring 
the  chicanery  of  a  number  of  small  officials 
whose  end  was  bakshish,  when  Milhem  passed 
down  the  middle  of  the  great  shed,  escorted  by 
the  mudir  and  a  group  of  high  officers.  He 
overlooked  Shems-ud-din's  salutation,  appeared 
unconscious  of  his  neighbourhood.  In  loud 
talk  with  his  companions  he  walked  out  at 
the  further  doors,  through  which  the  dance  of 
violet  waves  shone  twinkling,  and  his  brother 
was  left  to  conclude  his  bargain  with  the  custom- 
house men,  when  a  nod  from  the  Sultan's 
plenipotentiary  might  have  released  him. 

On  the  steamship,  bewildered  by  the  novelty 
of  his  situation,  alarmed  by  the  pushing  of  rude 
Franks,  Shems-ud-din  herded  for  countenance 
with  a  little  group  of  the  faithful  on  the  fore 
part  of  the  deck  ;  nor  dared  to  look  round  for 
Milhem.  The  shores  and  the  fair,  great  city 
were  slipping  fast  away  ere  he  descried  the 
latter  standing  amidships.  He  ran  to  him  with 
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intent  to  embrace,  but  was  checked  by  the 
formality  of  his  reception. 

"  Leave  me  alone  here,  I  entreat  thee," 
said  Milhem,  as  if  his  teeth  were  set  on  edge. 
"Afterwards,  upon  land,  I  will  explain  all 
things." 

Shems-ud-dm  withdrew,  much  hurt.  He 
made  no  further  claim  on  his  brother's  notice, 
but  sat  all  day  long  in  the  company  of  three 
Turkish  merchants,  men  of  substance  and  of 
imperturbable  phlegm,  who  spoke  in  proverbs 
between  long  sucks  at  the  narghileh.  At  the 
rising  of  the  night,  when  the  evening  prayer 
was  ended,  his  black  servant  brought  him  food, 
and  spread  a  bed  for  him  beneath  the  stars. 
Once,  ere  he  lay  down,  his  ear  caught  the  voice 
of  Milhem  at  no  great  distance  talking  glibly  in 
a  foreign  tongue,  and  by  the  light  of  one  of  the 
lamps  he  could  distinguish  his  brother  strolling 
amid  a  crowd  of  Franks,  both  men  and  women. 
They  kept  laughing  the  senseless,  heathen 
laugh  that  knows  not  past  or  future,  nor  fore- 
sees the  judgement  of  the  last  day. 

The  faces  of  Shems-ud-din's  companions 
were  lost  in  night,  except  when  the  charcoal  in 
the  bowl  of  a  narghileh  glowed  up  redly  as  its 
owner  drew  on  it.  One  said — 
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"  Allah  created  different  animals.  He  made 
no  cross-breeds.  These  latter  spring  from  sin. 
What  can  be  said  of  one  who,  being  circum- 
cized  and  duly  shaven  like  ourselves,  yet 
chooses  to  sit  on  a  chair  at  a  table  with  infidels, 
his  hands  unwashed,  to  eat  abomination,  and 
to  toy  with  unveiled  women  whose  face  is  of 
brass  for  all  men,  who  know  not  shame.  Shall 
such  an  one  treat  us  as  dirt,  being  most  likely 
the  son  of  some  pimp  or  other  ?  May  the 
justice  of  God  overtake  him,  and  that  sud- 
denly ! " 

"  Now  Allah  avert  that  curse,  for  the  man 
is  my  mother's  son,"  said  Shems-ud-dm,  sadly. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  !  Is  it  truth  thou  speakest  ? 
Then  Allah  forgive  me !  Let  it  be  as  though 
I  had  said  nothing.  I  guessed  not,  O  my  lord, 
that  he  was  the  son  of  any  honorable  house. 
Most  of  these  officials  are  the  sons  of  nothing. 
Why  comes  he  not  to  sit  with  thee  ?  May 
Allah  teach  him  the  way  of  the  upright ! " 

The  speaker,  a  good  old  man,  by  name 
Yusuf,  a  dealer  in  cotton  goods,  sucked  hard 
at  his  narghileh.  From  that  hour  no  one  of 
the  sedate  circle  referred  to  the  great  man  on 
board,  or  betrayed  the  slightest  interest  in  the 
doings  of  the  Prankish  passengers.  Time 
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glided  smoothly  for  Shems-ud-din  in  their 
company,  though  few  words  passed  and  those 
of  abstract  wisdom.  1 1  seemed  matter  for  praise 
to  Allah  that  there  was  no  chatterer  among 
them.  And  ever  the  steamboat  panted  on 
over  that  silken  sea,  tossing  back  its  mane  of 
dingy  smoke  along  the  furrow  it  had  ploughed. 
Only  when  the  panting  ceased  a  while  did  the 
faithful  quit  the  pose  of  resignation,  uncross 
their  legs,  rise,  stretch  themselves  and  praise 
God  for  the  view  of  some  white  town  that 
rimmed  the  sea,  with  minarets  and  distaff 
cypresses,  and  fertile  gardens  on  the  hill 
beyond. 

At  length,  near  dawn  of  the  fifth  day, 
Shems-ud-din  awoke  to  find  the  ship  at  rest 
on  the  bosom  of  a  wide  bay.  Already  a  white- 
ness played  upon  the  ripples.  Already,  above 
high  mountains  in  the  east,  appeared  a  blushing 
streak,  a  fluttering  pulse  of  light  that  throbbed 
and  spread  till  shapes  grew  clear  in  silhouette 
upon  the  shore-line,  here  a  palm  tree,  there  a 
dwelling ;  and  still  the  sky  to  seaward  was 
night-blue  and  spangled  with  stars. 

Shems-ud-dm  knelt  down  and  prayed  with 
fervour,  prostrating  himself  many  times.  The 
sun  rose,  and  its  rays  struck  upon  his  two 
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hands  held  before  his  face  as  he  prayed. 
There  were  the  heights  of  Lebanon,  towers 
of  darkness  up  against  a  glory.  By  the  mercy 
of  Allah,  he  beheld  those  heights  once  more. 
His  heart  was  full. 

Later,  when  the  sun  rode  high  and  many 
boats  had  put  forth  from  the  shore,  he  em- 
barked in  one  of  them  with  his  friends  of  the 
voyage,  and  was  rowed  to  the  custom-house. 
There,  engaged  in  the  civilities  preliminary  to 
the  gift  of  a  coin,  he  was  surprised  by  Milhem. 
He  leapt  at  the  sound  of  his  brother's  voice 
hailing  him  with  words  of  love,  and  the  flush 
of  pleasure  overcame  him.  The  Bey  showed 
a  paper  to  the  officers,  who  straight  made 
reverence.  Shems-ud-din  and  his  friends  were 
free  to  go  where  they  chose. 

"  I  have  saved  thee  and  those  quaint 
worthies  a  mejidi  apiece.  Art  thou  not  grate- 
ful ? "  laughed  Milhem,  as  they  issued  forth 
into  the  morning  sunlight. 

Instantly  their  ears  were  assailed  with  the 
shouts  of  carriage- drivers,  and  a  mob  of  porters 
pressed  on  them,  shouting  also  and  gesticu- 
lating, shouldering  one  another  roughly  in  the 
strife  for  employment.  The  Bey  had  one  arm 
round  his  brother's  neck.  With  the  other  he 
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signalled  to  the  most  importunate  of  the 
carriage  -  drivers,  who  shook  his  reins  in 
triumph  ;  the  while  he  continued — 

"  Praise  to  Allah,  that  ordeal  is  ended. 
May  all  the  Franks  rot  painfully  and  their 
fathers  be  consumed  with  fire  !  But  it  is  the 
will  of  the  Sultan  that  we  mix  with  them  and 
learn  their  ways.  For  me,  to  hear  is  to  obey. 
What  am  I  but  a  servant  ?  .  .  .  I  proceed  to 
the  city  Esh-Sham  by  the  coach  this  evening. 
That  Greek  dog,  my  secretary,  follows  with  the 
baggage.  There  I  obtain  my  soldiers  from  the 
Waly — a  hundred  only,  not  half  enough  to 
overawe  those  wild  beasts.  Go  thou,  upon 
arrival  in  that  city,  to  the  Khan  of  Ahmed 
Effendi,  the  same  who  was  the  steward  of  our 
father's  property.  I  shall  seek  thee  there.  .  .  . 
Allah  be  with  thee  now  and  always,  O  my 
beloved!" 

He  kissed  Shems-ud-dm  very  suddenly  on 
both  cheeks,  sprang  into  his  carriage,  and  was 
driven  to  a  foreign  hotel. 

His  brother,  left  thunderstruck,  stood  by 
the  door  of  the  custom-house,  impervious  to 
the  frantic  efforts  made  by  porters,  and  others 
having  an  interest  in  new  arrivals,  to  attract 
his  notice.  He  scarcely  heard  his  servant 
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speak  to  him,  and  answered  at  random  a 
question  as  to  whither  they  should  be  going. 

"  So  his  Excellency  the  Bey  has  flown 
again,"  said  the  voice  of  Yusuf  the  old  mer- 
chant, close  to  his  ear.  "Well,  Allah  knows 
where  such  birds  nest !  I  know  not,  nor 
greatly  care  to  know.  Wilt  thou  make  the 
journey  to  Esh-Sham  with  us  who  are  plain 
men  ?  With  Allah's  leave,  we  will  hire  baggage 
animals,  and  buy  each  one  of  us  an  ass  whereon 
to  ride.  We  shall  journey  slowly,  by  easy 
stages,  being  old  men  and  burdened  with  fat. 
If  thy  youth  can  bear  with  our  infirmities, 
journey  with  us  and  welcome,  for  we  love  in- 
struction, and  it  is  seldom  that  a  learned 
sheykh  of  the  religion  falls  to  our  lot  for 
company." 

"  Let  it  be  as  he  says,  O  my  lord  ! "  pleaded 
the  negro  eagerly ;  for  he  tired  of  standing 
still,  a  gazing-stock  for  low  people. 

"  So  be  it  then,"  said  Shems-ud-din,  with  a 
cordial  smile.  "  By  my  beard,  I  thank  thee  ; 
for  in  this  minute  I  knew  not  where  to  face." 

So  it  happened  that  Shems-ud-dm  entered 
the  city  of  his  birth  one  morning,  riding  soberly 
upon  an  ass,  in  the  company  of  three  fat  old 
men,  riding  each  likewise  upon  an  ass.  The 


18         THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM 

legs  of  all  four  stuck  out  wide  over  full  saddle- 
bags. On  foot  beside  Shems-ud-din  went  his 
faithful  negro,  now  walking,  now  trotting,  in 
accordance  with  the  donkey's  pace.  From 
Zebbadani,  where  they  had  spent  the  night, 
they  ambled  by  garden  ways  to  the  great  city, 
down  a  valley  full  of  shade  and  the  song  of 
birds  and  the  ever-sweet  murmur  of  running 
waters. 

Shems-ud-din  had  found  the  journey  any- 
thing but  tiresome.  And  now,  in  the  familiar 
streets  where  every  sight  and  sound  recalled 
his  childhood,  he  felt  like  nothing  more  than  a 
happy  child. 

Near  by  the  khan  of  Ahmed  Effendi,  in  a 
covered  way  narrow  and  crowded,  where  the 
cavalcade  had  to  go  in  single  file  with  shouts 
to  clear  the  path,  a  hand  grasped  Shems-ud- 
din's  arm,  and  the  voice  of  Milhem  snarled — 

"  Get  down  !     Get  down,  madman  !  " 

With  fear  the  traveller  alighted,  holding 
his  donkey  by  the  bridle.  The  rope  was 
promptly  snatched  from  his  hand  and  thrust 
into  that  of  the  negro,  who  stood  grinning  by. 

"  Go  on — on  to  the  khan  !  Destroy  that 
beast  1— hide  him  !— drown  him  !  Y'  Allah  !  " 
hissed  the  same  voice  of  authority  and  anger. 
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More  and  more  alarmed,  Shems  -  ud  -  dm 
faced  Milhem.  The  latter  seized  his  arm. 

"  Come  away !  This  way  or  that,  what 
recks  it  ?  .  .  .  And  now,  perad venture,  thou 
wilt  deign  to  inform  me  why,  in  the  Holy 
Name,  thou  masqueradest  as  a  jester,  riding 
upon  an  ass,  preceded  by  three  old  men, 
all  on  one  pattern,  all  of  them  also  riding 
upon  asses;  so  that  people,  deeming  it  a 
portent,  ask  :  '  What  means  this  strange 
riding  ? '  Thou  couldst  well  afford  a  fine 
horse  apiece  for  thyself  and  thy  servant. 
What  ails  thee  that  thou  must  needs  play  the 
mountebank  ?  " 

"  I  must  return  to  my  friends,"  said  Shems- 
ud-din,  disengaging  his  arm.  "They  will 
wonder  what  has  befallen  me." 

"  Thy  friends  !  .  .  .  That  absurd  procession  ! 
.  .  .  Allah  witness,  it  is  a  child  ! — a  little 
child  !  "  Milhem  raised  eyes  to  heaven,  while 
his  laugh  rang  out.  "  Must  I  tell  thee  that 
thou  art  a  great  man  here  ?  All  the  learned 
await  thy  visit  with  impatience.  They  would 
have  ridden  forth  to  meet  thee.  And  behold 
thee  seated  upon  the  sorriest  scrub  of  an  ass 
that  ever  I  saw ;  preceded  by  three  old  men, 
all  the  sons  of  one  mother,  all  born  at  one  birth, 
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all  as  like  as  camels.  What  can  one  say  ?  It 
is  a  miracle,  perhaps  !  " 

"  They  are  not  brothers,  neither  do  they  in 
aught  resemble  one  another,"  said  Shems-ud- 
din,  much  aggrieved.  "  They  are  my  good 
friends.  Howbeit,  to  please  thee,  I  will  sell 
my  donkey  and  buy  me  a  good  horse  before 
we  ride  together." 

"  That  is  well.  For  didst  thou  come  riding 
upon  an  ass,  attended  by  three  old  men  with 
but  one  face  between  them,  I  should  know 
thee  for  a  wizard  and  depart  quickly." 

With  that  Milhem  went  off,  chuckling ; 
leaving  his  brother,  crestfallen  and  mystified, 
to  find  his  own  way  to  the  khan  of  Ahmed 
Effendi. 

Milhem's  word  proved  true.  Shems-ud-din 
found  himself  in  high  request  among  the  erudite 
of  Damashc-esh-Sham.  During  the  weeks 
spent  there  he  was  constantly  visiting  and 
being  visited  ;  twice  was  he  called  upon  to 
preach  in  the  great  mosque;  and  a  general 
meeting  of  the  doctors  was  convened  on  pur- 
pose to  debate  with  him  upon  certain  knotty 
questions  of  religious  law.  To  his  vast  surprise, 
Milhem  attended  him  everywhere,  lending  a 
disciple's  ear  to  his  disquisitions,  and  treating 
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him  in  public  with  a  new  respect.  In  private, 
he  condescended  to  explain — 

"  O  my  dear,  it  is  well  for  one  like  me  to 
secure  the  good  word  of  these  reverend  ones ; 
who,  as  a  rule,  hate  the  Government  and  its 
servants.  I  would  have  them  perceive  that 
I  am  not  irreligious  in  the  likeness  of  other 
officials.  And  I  thank  Allah  for  thy  great 
holiness,  O  my  brother !  " 

"  Call  me  not  holy  ! "  cried  Shems-ud-din  in 
horror.  "  There  is  none  holy  save  God  alone. 
I  give  thanks  for  thy  goodness,  O  light  of  my 
eyes.  Very  kind  hast  thou  been  to  me  these 
last  days.  Nevertheless,  I  shall  rejoice  when 
we  ride  out  from  hence.  It  tires  me,  all  this 
honour  undeserved.  My  head  aches  with  the 
burden  of  it." 

At  length  came  the  morn  when  Milhem 
rode  forth  from  that  city  at  the  head  of  a 
hundred  armed  horsemen.  Certain  of  the 
notables  of  Esh-Sham  bore  him  company  a 
part  of  the  way,  and  many  of  the  learned  paid 
the  like  compliment  to  Shems-ud-din,  who  cut 
no  mean  figure  in  the  cavalcade,  mounted  as 
he  was  upon  a  coal-black  charger  richly  capa- 
risoned with  housings  of  gold  and  scarlet  and 
light  blue.  Out  through  the  orchards  they 
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pranced  in  the  cool  of  morning,  and  peasants 
at  work  among  the  trees  stood  idle  a  space  to 
admire  their  bravery.  Anon  the  orchards  gave 
place  to  vineyards,  the  vineyards  in  turn  fell 
away,  and  the  desert  rolled  out  before  them, 
smooth  and  bare.  Then,  a  halt  being  called, 
the  promenaders  from  the  city  took  leave  of 
the  serious  wayfarers. 

"  It  is  the  pilgrim's  road.  You  face  the 
kibleh  !  "  one  called  to  Shems-ud-din.  "  Allah 
hold  you  in  safe  keeping  !  " 

Shems-ud-din  rode  beside  Milhem  at  the 
head  of  his  retinue.  Their  way  led  straight 
across  the  brown  waste  —  a  track  a  mile 
wide  marked  by  the  horde  of  pilgrims  wend- 
ing yearly  to  Mekka.  Here  and  there,  upon 
the  skyline,  rose  a  wave  of  faint  blue  moun- 
tain. The  sun  shone  hot  on  their  left 
cheeks. 

Milhem  was  in  high  spirits.  Ever  and 
anon  he  turned  in  the  saddle  to  gaze  with 
pride  upon  his  suite,  who  rode  at  ease,  smoking 
cigarettes,  talking  and  laughing  lightly  to- 
gether. 

"  Art  thou  happy  ?  "  asked  Shems-ud-din. 

"  Very  happy.  Praise  be  to  Allah  who  has 
freed  my  hand  at  last.  I  have  not  known  such 
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elation  since  the  day  when  the  Muscovites  fled 
from  before  Silistria." 

"  Silistria  !  Wast  thou  really  there  ?  I  have 
not  heard  thee  speak  of  it.  The  story,  I 
beseech  thee." 

"  I  speak  but  of  the  joy  felt  by  all  believers 
when  the  place  was  relieved.  I  was  not  of  the 
heroes." 

"  But  thou  thyself  hast  done  brave  deeds, 
O  my  brother  ?" 

"Yes,  surely,"  said  Milhem ;  and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  recount  a  few  of  them. 

That  night,  in  a  pavilion  pitched  on  the 
open  plain,  the  guards  lying  upon  the  ground 
without,  around  their  watchfires,  Shems-ud- 
din  could  not  sleep  for  the  wonder  of  those 
tales.  Himself  a  timid  man,  he  loved 
to  hear  of  wild  encounters.  He  strove  to 
place  himself  in  some  of  the  perils  braved 
by  Milhem,  and  thought  he  would  have  died 
of  fright. 

There  seemed  no  end  to  Milhem's  strange 
adventures.  On  the  morrow  he  remembered 
more  of  them,  which  he  told  with  a  wealth  of 
homely  circumstance  which  enabled  Shems-ud- 
dln  to  witness  all  he  heard.  For  the  listener, 
those  long  marches  passed  as  the  Thousand 
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and  One  Nights  must  have  passed  for  King 
Shahriar. 

They  left  the  plain  and  entered  a  land  of 
rocks,  where  the  horses  picked  their  own  way 
gingerly.  Here  progress  was,  perforce,  much 
slower.  At  length,  after  noon  of  the  fourth 
day,  he  reached  a  height  whence,  their  guide 
informed  them,  they  could  catch  sight  of  their 
destination.  Immediately,  a  dispute  arose 
among  the  soldiery,  some  vowing  they  could 
see  a  fine  city  plainly,  while  others  as  positively 
asserted  that  there  was  nothing  of  the  sort 
within  view.  Milhem  made  use  of  his  field- 
glass,  a  marvel  he  loved  to  display,  then  handed 
it  to  his  brother.  At  first  Shems-ud-din  could 
see  nothing  ;  but  suddenly  he  became  aware  of 
rocks,  and  houses  like  to  rocks,  of  monstrous 
ruins  and  a  few  poor  figtrees,  the  whole 
presented  in  a  rainbow  light  not  of  earth. 

"  A  sweet,  a  charming  place !  "  said  Milhem, 
bitterly. 

They  descended  a  rough  slope  to  a  ravine, 
which  led  on  to  other  ravines  ;  so  that  more  than 
three  hours  elapsed  ere  they  again  beheld  the 
little  town,  this  time  close  at  hand.  A  motley 
crowd  of  men  occupied  a  hillock  at  the  enter- 
ing in  of  the  place,  above  the  threshing-floors. 
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At  sight  of  the  horsemen  this  crowd  broke  in  a 
trice  and  ran  helter-skelter  down  the  hill  to 
meet  them.  There  appeared  some  strife  among 
the  runners,  each  trying  by  every  means  to 
retard  a  neighbour.  Some  were  knocked 
down  ;  some  rolled  together,  struggling  among 
the  rocks. 

"  Allah  have  mercy  !  Behold,  trouble 
already !  A  feud,  if  I  mistake  not/'  said 
Milhem,  as  he  watched  the  race.  He  spoke 
a  word  to  the  chief  of  the  soldiers,  who  re- 
peated it  in  a  louder  tone.  The  troop  pulled 
up  smartly,  on  the  alert. 

Two  young  men,  an  Arab  and  a  Circassian, 
had  distanced  all  competitors.  They  ran  be- 
yond reach  of  one  another,  converging  upon 
the  spot  where  the  Governor  had  halted.  As 
they  drew  near,  it  seemed  the  Circassian  had 
a  slight  advantage,  but  so  slight  that  they  were 
about  to  collide,  when  the  Arab  caught  his 
rival's  trousers  to  fling  him  back.  The  other 
turned  with  a  yell,  felled  his  adversary,  and 
knelt  upon  his  belly.  A  knife  flashed  on  high. 
It  would  have  fallen  had  not  some  one  caught 
the  arm  that  flourished  it.  There  was  a 
moment's  tussle.  The  Circassian  turned  to 
face  his  new  assailant,  when  all  at  once  his 
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resistance  died  away.     With  a  curt  laugh  he 
dropped  his  blade. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  he  said  to  the  soldiers, 
who  now  surrounded  him.  "  I  would  have 
eaten  that  dog  and  all  of  you  into  the  bargain. 
Not  yours  the  victory.  It  belongs  to  that  man 
there.  I  looked  in  his  eyes  while  we  fought, 
and  they  disarmed  me ;  there  was  no  wrath  in 
them." 

" Capital!  Most  marvellous!"  cried  Mil- 
hem.  Forgetting  dignity  in  his  excitement, 
he  sprang  down  off  his  horse  and  embraced 
the  hero  of  the  hour.  "  Thou,  the  timid  one, 
to  perform  such  a  deed !  Even  I,  who  am 
called  courageous,  had  hesitated  to  come 
between  that  wild  beast  and  his  prey." 

Shems-ud-din  was  near  weeping.  He  could 
not  believe  that  it  was  indeed  he  who  had 
shown  such  presence  of  mind.  He  felt  weak 
now,  and  dizzy,  incapable  of  any  action  what- 
soever. 

By  this  time  the  crowd  of  townsmen  had 
come  up.  Alarmed  by  what  had  happened, 
they  stood  silent  by  until  the  Bey  remounted, 
when  another  rush  befell,  another  struggle. 
"  A  boon,  O  our  lord ! "— "  A  boon  !  "— "  Hear 
him ! " — "  Hear  him  not ! "  came  the  conflicting 
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shouts.  There  seemed  every  prospect  of  a 
bloody  fight  under  the  very  nose  of  the  Sultan's 
appointed  peacemaker. 

At  a  word  from  Milhem,  the  soldiers  sur- 
rounded both  factions. 

"Where  is  the  sheykh  of  the  place?" 
shouted  the  great  man,  furiously.  A  tall  old 
man  stepped  forward,  making  reverence. 
"  Where  the  chief  of  the  colonists  ?  " 

"  I  am  he  ! "  bawled  the  prisoner  insolently, 
from  between  the  troopers  guarding  him.  "  My 
name  is  Hassan  Agha,  and  the  title  Guardian 
of  the  Frontier  was  conferred  upon  me  by 
express  firman." 

Milhem  smiled.  "  Release  his  Excellency 
at  once.  Allah  forgive  the  indignity  offered 
to  one  so  great  and  powerful.  By  the  Coran,  I 
took  thee  for  a  common  murderer.  Deign  to 
come  a  little  nearer !  I  would  get  down  off  my 
horse  and  offer  him  to  your  Highness  were  I 
less  weary  with  travelling." 

The  man  approached,  shamefaced,  while  a 
titter  spread  among  the  crowd. 

"  Stand  on  my  right  hand,  O  great  Guardian 
of  the  Frontier,  and  thou,  O  sheykh,  on  my 
left.  .  .  .  Praise  be  to  God  ! "  he  cried  suddenly. 
"  His  grace,  Hassan  Agha,  Guardian  of  the 
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Frontier,  deigns   to   stand   beside   my   horse. 
O  honour ! " 

A  roar  of  laughter  went  up  from  crowd  and 
soldiery. 

"  Show  a  little  mercy,  O  my  lord !  " 
whispered  Hassan,  wretchedly.  "  Am  I  not 
shamed  enough  ? " 

Milhem  did  not  answer.  With  the  heads  of 
both  factions  as  it  were  at  his  saddle-bow,  he 
made  haste  to  inform  himself  of  the  grounds  of 
dispute  between  them.  On  the  one  hand,  he 
learnt  how  the  Circassians  would  pay  for 
nothing,  how  they  were  a  turbulent  crew,  the 
worst  of  neighbours,  and  had  even  shown 
disrespect  to  some  women  belonging  to  the 
old  inhabitants;  on  the  other  hand,  how  the 
Arabs  were  a  set  of  churls,  fathers  of  avarice, 
without  one  generous  thought  in  their  black 
hearts.  Shems-ud-din,  hearing  the  vigour  of 
those  mutual  denunciations,  judged  the  case 
hopeless  of  settlement  without  bloodshed.  He 
was  amazed  to  hear  Milhem  chuckle. 

"  It  is  my  intention,  and  the  will  of  the 
Sultan  is  with  me  in  the  matter,"  said  the 
Governor,  pleasantly,  "  to  live  throughout  my 
stay  here  at  the  expense  of  the  lord  of  this 
place,  be  he  Circassian  or  the  son  of  an  Arab ; 
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to  reward  his  loyalty,  and  that  he  may  boast  to 
his  children's  children  of  how  he  entertained 
the  Viceroy.  Now  unto  the  house  of  which  of 
you  two  shall  I  repair  ?  " 

The  rivals  stooped  down  and  exchanged 
glances  under  the  horse's  belly. 

"  He  is  the  sheykh  of  the  town,"  said 
Hassan.  "  And  I  have  no  house  of  my 


own." 


"  He  is  the  Guardian  of  the  Frontier,"  said 
the  sheykh.  "  And  may  it  please  your  Excel- 
lency, he  has  taken  my  best  house  and  is  living 
in  it  without  rent.  A  sin  it  is,  and  a  great  loss 
to  me." 

"  Your  honour  does  not  mean  to  ruin  either 
of  us?"  coaxed  Hassan,  glancing  up  at  the 
great  man's  face. 

"  In  sh'  Allah,  he  does  but  jest,"  muttered 
the  sheykh,  with  fervour. 

"I  have  the  power,"  said  Milhem,  sternly, 
"and  by  Allah  Most  High,  I  will  quarter 
myself  and  all  my  retinue  upon  that  one  of  you 
who  first  breaks  the  peace.  To-night  my  camp 
is  pitched  beyond  the  town.  You  have  heard 
my  judgement.  Go !  " 

The  old  Arab  and  the  young  Circassian 
fell  back  together,  grinning  at  that  clever 
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judgement.     But  presently  the  latter  returned 
and  clutched  Shems-ud-din's  stirrup. 

"  As  for  thee,"  he  cried,  "thou  shalt  lodge 
nowhere  but  in  my  house.  I  swear  it." 

"  Yes,  go  with  him,  O  my  brother,"  said 
Milhem,  as  one  well  pleased.  "It  seems  thou 
art  a  tamer  of  wild  beasts.  Go  with  him  and 
Allah  with  thee." 

So  it  happened  that  Shems-ud-din  and  his 
servant  supped  and  slept  that  night  in  the 
house  of  a  wild  brigand,  whose  talk  reeked  of 
gore.  And  when  he  awoke  in  the  morning, 
there  was  Hassan  watching  him  from  the 
arched  doorway,  where  he  stood  polishing  a 
long-barrelled  gun  with  a  piece  of  goat-skin. 
They  smiled  the  one  to  the  other. 

"Watching  thee  asleep,  I  have  found  out 
why  thou  didst  overcome  me  yesterday — me, 
the  pupil  of  the  mighty  Shamil  ;  thou,  a  peace- 
ful doctor  of  religion.  It  is  because  thou  art  a 
saint !  "  said  Hassan  Agha. 

"  Allah  witness  I  am  the  least  saintlike  of 
men,"  said  Shems-ud-din,  yawning  to  fuller 
consciousness.  But  Hassan  would  have  it  that 
he  was  a  saint. 

"  I  go  presently  to  see  thy  brother,"  he 
added  after  a  while.  "  We  need  horses  if  we 
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are  to  fight  the  Bedu.  He  is  a  devil,  that 
brother  of  thine.  I  expect  he  will  help  us  with 
some  stratagem.  ...  By  Allah,  it  is  a  thank- 
less task,  protecting  these  tillers  of  the  rock. 
They  have  been  wont  to  pay  to  the  chiefs  of 
the  desert  a  tribute,  by  virtue  of  which  they 
were  unmolested.  Now  they  scowl  on  us  be- 
cause we  forbid  all  tribute  save  to  the  officers 
of  our  lord  the  Padishah — that  is,  ourselves. 
As  yet  we  have  not  seen  one  Bedawi.  The 
whole  nation,  they  say,  is  far  away  in  the  east 
at  this  season.  They  come  not  here  before  the 
first  rain.  But  these  fellahin  are  great  liars. 
They  told  us  there  was  a  forest  close  at  hand, 
but  when  we  looked,  behold !  a  few  old  tere- 
binths scattered  over  as  many  hills.  They 
told  me  there  were  tigers,  but  after  hunting 
the  region  near  and  far  I  brought  back  but  one 
lean  partridge,  some  conies,  some  pigeons,  and 
an  owl  or  so.  There  are  no  tigers.  Perhaps 
there  are  no  Bedu  either." 

Hassan  spoke  in  a  jargon  approaching 
Turkish  interspersed  with  words  of  Arabic. 
Shems-ud-din  understood  what  was  said, 
though  he  would  have  been  puzzled  to  sepa- 
rate the  words.  The  friendliness  of  the  speaker 
was,  at  all  events,  past  question.  He  clapped 
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his  hands  and  a  girl  appeared  from  some  inner 
chamber,  bearing  a  tray,  whereon  was  bread, 
and  curds,  and  fruit,  which  the  negro  took 
from  her  and  set  before  his  master. 

"  It  is  my  woman,"  said  Hassan,  casually. 
"  Thou  hast  not  brought  one  with  thee  ?  A 
pity  !  Thou  wilt  sigh  in  vain.  Now  there  is 
the  daughter  of  my  uncle — he  who  commands 
the  colonists  at  Ain  Tubeh,  six  hours  from 
here — a  fine  girl,  plump  and  tractable.  My 
uncle  would  resign  her  to  thee  at  a  fair  price — 
that  is,  if  he  have  not  already  struck  a  bargain 
with  the  dealer.  It  is  a  custom  from  of  old 
with  us  to  sell  the  pretty  ones.  So  they  become 
the  mothers  of  great  men,  perchance  even  of 
the  Sultan's  majesty." 

"  I  have  not  given  thought  to  woman  these 
many  days,"  said  Shems-ud-dln,  with  the  look 
of  sad  remembrance.  "  My  fair  one,  my 
Leylah,  died  in  childbed  a  while  since,  my 
desire  with  her.  A  long  story,  O  my  friend. 
It  began  at  Edreyneh,  whither  I  had  gone,  by 
invitation  of  my  friend,  the  learned  Mustafa,  to 
preach  throughout  Ramadan  in  the  mosque  of 
Sultan  Selim " 

"By  thy  leave,"  broke  in  Hassan,  "the 
morning  calls  us.  At  noon  or  in  the  evening 
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we  can  tell  our  stories.  Come  forth  now,  and 
let  me  show  thee  this  place  of  dogs." 

No  sooner  did  they  leave  the  house  than 
men  emerged  from  adjacent  dwellings  and 
walked  with  them  till,  ere  they  had  traversed 
half  the  town,  they  headed  a  multitude.  Hassan 
led  the  way  by  foul  and  narrow  alleys  to  the 
open  hill  where  stood  the  remains  of  great 
buildings,  whose  smooth  pillars  and  finely 
wrought  capitals  contrasted  the  rudeness  of  the 
modern  stonework. 

"  These  are  the  work  of  the  jinn,"  said  a 
voice  from  the  crowd.  "  The  devils  still  hold 
festival  here  of  nights  when  there  is  no  moon." 

Here  in  the  arena  of  a  ruined  amphitheatre 
Milhem's  tent  was  pitched.  Around  it  half- 
dressed  soldiers  were  grooming  their  horses  to 
the  entertainment  of  a  swarm  of  noisy  children. 
Hassan  went  forward  to  the  tent ;  Shems-ud- 
din,  in  enjoyment  of  the  morning  sun,  sat  down 
upon  a  fallen  column  with  his  face  to  the  blaze. 

The  flat  mud  roofs  of  the  town  formed  a 
succession  of  terrace-steps  beneath  him,  de- 
scending to  a  stony  wady,  beyond  which 
swelled  the  wilderness  of  barren  rocks.  A 
patch  of  verdure  by  the  town  spring,  a  few 
olive  trees  down  in  the  ravine,  a  few  poor 
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figtrees  among  the  ruins  near  to  where  he  sat 
— all  else  was  bronze  and  purple  of  the  desert 
hills. 

" Even  such  a  land,"  he  mused  aloud,  "did 
our  lord  Muhammed  (peace  to  him)  inhabit  of 
old.  Amid  such  solitudes  did  the  angel  of  God 
converse  with  him  to  the  salvation  of  man  and 
jinnl." 

The  townsfolk  had  taken  seat  around  him 
upon  the  ruins.  All  eyes  were  fixed  on  his 
face.  At  those  pious  words  one  said :  "  It 
is  some  holy  one ! "  and  the  whisper  ran 
apace.  It  startled  Shems-ud-din,  who  had 
forgotten  their  existence,  when  the  sheykh  of 
the  place  stood  forth  and  bowed  before  him, 
saying— 

"  Instruct  us,  O  master.  We  believe  ;  but 
ignorantly,  having  but  little  knowledge  of  the 
Way.  Teach  us  now,  we  entreat  thee." 

Then  Shems-ud-din,  looking  round  upon 
those  eager  faces,  was  moved  to  pity. 

"  You  can  recite  the  Fat'ha  and  the  belief  ?  " 
he  asked. 

Instantly  the  prayer  went  up  as  from  one 
throat,  and  the  shout  followed — 

"  God  is  greatest.  There  is  no  God  but 
God ;  and  Muhammed  is  the  Apostle  of  God." 
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"  You  are  not  in  total  darkness,"  said  Shems- 
ud-din,  with  a  smile ;  and  he  began  to  tell  them 
of  the  dealings  of  God  with  men  from  the  days 
of  Adam  and  Nuh  and  Ibrahim  unto  the  time 
of  Muhammed,  and  thence  downward  even  to 
the  present  day. 

In  this  occupation,  Milhem,  coming  forth 
from  council  with  the  chief  of  the  colonists, 
found  him  at  length. 

"  Hail,  O  tamer  of  wild  beasts  !  "  he  laughed. 
"  It  is  as  if  they  would  swallow  thee  whole, 
their  mouths  are  so  wide  open.  It  is  too  hot 
for  thee  to  sit  out  longer.  Come  now  into  my 
tent — or  return  to  the  house  of  our  friend,  the 
Guardian  of  the  Frontier.  By  Allah,  I  must 
thank  thee  for  his  friendship.  It  is  a  great 
debt  I  owe  thee,  for  he  could  have  done  me 
endless  mischief." 

"  By  my  gun,  he  is  a  devil,  that  brother  of 
thine ! "  said  Hassan,  as  they  sauntered  back 
through  the  town.  "  With  one  blink  of  his 
eyes  he  constructed  a  plan  whereby  we  may 
obtain  a  stud  of  the  best  horses  at  the  lowest 
price  ever  known.  But  that  is  a  secret." 

Shems-ud-din  lacked  curiosity.  He  was 
thinking  how  to  improve  the  minds  of  those 
Muslims,  so  hungry  for  instruction. 
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In  the  days  which  followed,  he  delivered 
many  discourses  in  the  little  tumble-down 
mosque,  and  up  on  the  open  hillside.  He 
came  to  love  the  place  and  its  inhabitants, 
and  could  not  sympathize  with  Milhem,  whose 
lips  dropped  curses  on  the  entire  country. 

Summer  broke  at  length,  with  thunder, 
lightning,  and  a  tremendous  downpour.  Rain 
fell  in  sheets  for  the  space  of  five  days.  When 
at  last  the  sky  cleared,  there  was  a  new 
cold  taste  in  the  air ;  a  torrent  thundered  in 
the  gorge  beneath  the  town ;  green  plants 
began  to  shoot  among  the  rocks.  In  a 
little  while  the  hill  of  ruins  became  starred 
all  over  with  blossoms  of  the  crocus  and  the 
cyclamen. 

Then  Hassan  was  absent  all  day  long, 
scouring  the  hills  with  his  men,  armed  to  the 
teeth.  Each  evening  he  spent  in  cleaning  and 
polishing  his  beloved  weapons. 

One  night  he  came  in  with  eyes  of  joy. 

11  The  Bedu,  O  beloved !  I  have  seen  the 
Bedu !  Their  tents  blacken  a  dell  not  two 
hours  distant.  Their  herds  roam  at  large. 
They  will  come  hither  for  the  accustomed 
tribute.  Ah,  thy  brother  is  a  devil !  To- 
morrow and,  it  may  be,  the  next  day  also,  I 
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abide  in  the  house  with  thee.  Dost  wonder 
why  ?  Ah,  that  is  a  secret ! " 

Two  days  later,  as  Shems-ud-din  sat  medi- 
tating beneath  a  figtree  on  the  hill  of  ruins, 
shrouded  horsemen  came  riding  out  of  the  east. 
His  eyes  made  out  twenty  of  them,  each  armed 
with  a  long  lance  whose  point  glanced  in  the 
sunlight,  each  well-mounted  on  a  prancing  steed. 
Then  remembering  the  veiled  words  of  Hassan 
relative  to  the  tribute,  he  descended  in  haste 
to  the  town. 

Standing  at  the  junction  of  two  narrow 
ways,  he  saw  the  foremost  of  the  cavaliers  ride 
up  to  the  sheykh's  door,  before  which  a  few 
children  seemed  to  loiter.  The  sheykh  came 
forth,  crying  welcome,  and  offering  his  house 
by  a  gesture.  The  leader  jumped  down  and 
made  fast  his  horse  to  a  stone  of  the  wall.  His 
followers  also  alighted,  tethering  their  steeds 
in  like  manner.  They  all  entered  the  house 
with  friendly  words  to  its  owner. 

No  sooner  were  they  gone  than  from  every 
dwelling  beside  the  way,  out  of  every  lane, 
poured  soldiers  and  armed  Circassians.  The 
throng  prevented  Shems-ud-din  from  seeing 
what  happened  after.  But  a  fearful  din  arose  ; 
shrieks,  curses,  laughter  mingled  with  the  clash 


38         THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM 

of  arms.  He  stopped  his  ears.  The  sky  above 
the  hovels  turned  black  in  his  sight,  the  houses 
livid  white,  a  grin  beneath  frowning  brows. 

Presently,  one  came  running  blindly,  moan- 
ing as  he  ran — a  man  well-stricken  in  years,  no 
other  than  the  sheykh  himself.  A  tall,  slim 
girl  ran  after  him,  barefoot  and  weeping,  her 
veil  displaced.  Shems-ud-din  caught  the  old 
man's  hand  and  ran  with  him  till  the  town  was 
left  behind.  There  the  frenzied  wretch  broke 
from  him,  and  flung  himself  down  in  a  place 
of  stones,  dashing  his  face  upon  hard  rocks, 
cursing  the  day  that  he  was  born.  Shems- 
ud-din  and  the  girl  raised  him  up  between 
them,  and  in  so  doing  their  eyes  met.  She 
bethought  her  of  her  veil ;  in  haste  she 
dragged  the  white  lawn  across  her  face,  while 
the  little  pout  of  annoyance  in  self-conscious- 
ness became  her  well.  It  seemed  to  Shems- 
ud-din  that  he  had  gazed  once  more  in  Leylah's 
eyes — profound  as  a  night  of  stars  when  no 
moon  rises. 

Despite  all  attempts  to  calm  him,  the 
sheykh  went  on  shrieking  and  tearing  his 
raiment.  He  plucked  off  his  turban  and 
adherent  tarbush  and  cast  them  from  him, 
exposing  his  naked  poll  to  the  sun  of  noon. 
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"Allah  witness,  I  was  forced  to  it!"  he 
yelled  madly.  "  The  sons  of  Eblis  forced  me 
to  betray  my  good  lords.  They  sat  as  guests 
in  my  house  when  the  soldiers  took  them. 
Their  horses  are  stolen,  they  themselves  taken 
to  serve  in  the  army.  O  Lord !  .  .  .  Allah 
knows  the  deceit  was  forced  on  me.  Hassan 
— may  his  father  perish ! — swore  to  slay  my 
three  sons  if  I  refused.  We  had  peace  till 
he  came.  Now  we  shall  never  know  peace 
any  more.  For  our  lords  of  the  desert  will 
avenge  this  outrage.  The  Circassian  pigs  will 
not  suffer,  for  they  have  no  property.  But 
we  ...  O  Lord !  Would  to  God  I  were 
dead  and  in  the  tomb  ! " 

Shems-ud-din  replaced  the  skull-cap  and 
turban  upon  the  old  man's  head.  When  the 
frenzy  had  somewhat  abated,  he  advised  him  to 
seek  some  neighbour's  house  ;  and  watched  him 
shuffle  off,  leaning  upon  the  arm  of  the  tall 
maid  who  hid  Leylah's  eyes  beneath  her  veil, 
and  had  not  said  farewell.  Then  he  himself 
strode  frowning  in  search  of  Milhem. 

His  Excellency  sat  in  the  guest-chamber  of 
the  sheykh's  house,  flushed  with  triumph,  the 
Circassians  praising  God  around  him.  He  was 
in  the  course  of  dictating  a  report  of  the  affair 
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to  the  Greek,  his  secretary,  when  Shems-ud-din 
stood  in  the  midst  and  cried  shame  on  him. 
For  one  minute  he  seemed  startled.  The  next 
he  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  vaulted  roof, 
crying— 

"  Allah  witness,  it  is  a  child— a  little  child  !  " 
"  Now  I  know  why  thou  wast  loth  to  have 
me  journey  with  thee.  And  I  confess  here, 
before  all  these  men,  that  I  did  wrong  not  to 
be  ruled  by  thee  then,  that  I  did  wrong  in 
cleaving  to  thee.  For  great  grief  is  come  upon 
me.  My  brother,  once  the  best  of  men,  has 
sinned  most  heinously,  and  I  am  witness  of  his 


crime." 


"  Said  I  not  he  was  a  saint  ?  "  said  Hassan 
triumphantly,  from  somewhere  in  the  back- 
ground. 

Milhem  frowned,  stroking  his  close  beard, 
then  smiled  indulgently. 

"  What  dost  thou  know  of  statecraft  ?     Go, 

0  my  brother,  and  when  thou  art  recovered 

1  will  speak  with  thee/'  he  said,   with  some 
compassion  and  much  dignity. 

"  I  go,"  said  Shems-ud-din  curtly,  and 
stepped  forth  once  more  into  the  sunlight. 

That  night,  as  he  sat  with  Hassan  in  the 
house,  the  latter  mocked  at  his  grave  looks. 


THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM         41 

11  Art  still  vexed  about  thy  brother's  little 
stratagem  ?  Let  not  that  trouble  thee.  It  is 
war,  thou  understandest.  The  Bedu  will  take 
vengeance  for  this,  and  we,  in  turn,  shall  avenge 
their  vengeance,  and  so  it  will  go  on — in  sh7 
Allah— till  the  last  day." 

"  My  thought  is  not  of  war,"  said  Shems- 
ud-din.  "  Know,  O  Hassan,  that  I  love  once 
more."  And  he  related  his  adventure  with  the 
old  sheykh's  daughter.  "  O  her  eyes  !  O  her 
straight  white  nose !  O  the  fulness  of  her 
cheeks,  her  chin!  .  .  .  Now  tell  me,  what 
character  does  she  bear  ?  " 

"  Thou  wouldst  not  wed  her,  surely  ? " 

"  I  love — that  is  enough.  My  life  flows  out 
to  her.  There  is  but  one  beloved  !  " 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  !  "  murmured  Hassan,  in  the 
utmost  consternation.  "  She  is  a  girl  like 
another.  There  is  nothing  told  of  her.  A 
virgin  has  no  form,  no  colour,  no  fire,  save 
that  one  gives  to  her.  For  me  she  is  nothing ; 
for  thee,  much.  As  for  character,  she  has  none, 
which  means  she  is  a  young  girl.  .  .  .  But 
reflect,  O  my  dear!  When  thou  returnest  to 
Istanbul " 

"  I  shall  not  return." 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  ! "  muttered  Hassan  again, 
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and  he  kept  silence  a  great  while,  munching 
his  long  moustache.  At  length  he  said,  '"  I 
must  inform  thy  brother,  my  lord  the  Bek,  of 
this  thy  decision." 

"  Tell  him,"  said  Shems-ud-din. 

On  the  morrow  he  was  roused  betimes  by 
Hassan's  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Arise,  O  my  soul,  and  come  with  me  to 
my  lord  the  Bek.  I  have  seen  him  already. " 

It  was  a  grey  dawn  threatening  rain.  In 
silence  they  repaired  to  the  house  which  Milhem 
had  occupied  since  the  approach  of  winter.  The 
great  man  sat  upon  his  bed  to  receive  them. 

"  O  Shems-ud-din,  what  is  this  ?  "  he  cried 
reproachfully.  "  Is  it  true  thou  wilt  abide  in 
this  wilderness  worse  than  Jehennum  ?  Surely 
thou  art  mad.  There,  at  Istanbul,  thou  art  in 
the  road  to  great  honour.  By  Allah,  I  look  to 
see  thee  Sheykh-ul- Islam  !  Whereas  here — 
what  awaits  thee  ?  .  .  .  And  canst  thou  con- 
template a  lasting  union  with  the  daughter  of 
a  base  fellah — thou  who  couldst  make  a  grand 
alliance  to  enhance  thy  honour  and  mine  ?  I 
beseech  thee,  think  not  of  it !  If  thou  doest 
this  through  disgust  of  what  befell  here  yester- 
day, know  that  those  men  are  rebels  against  the 
S  ultan.  They  owe  more  than  the  worth  of  their 
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horses  to  the  Government.  And  how  light  their 
punishment !  They  are  but  asked  to  serve  three 
years  in  the  army,  like  every  faithful  subject  of 
his  Majesty.  By  Allah,  there  is  no  wrong  done 
to  them !  .  .  .  Say,  was  that  the  reason  of  thy 
mad  resolve  ?  .  .  .  The  term  of  my  appoint- 
ment draws  nigh,  and  it  makes  me  sad  to  think 
of  leaving  thee  here  in  this  lair  of  wild  beasts." 

"  I  am  content  to  be  here,"  said  Shems-ud- 
dm,  firmly.  "  Once  have  I  sinned  in  forsaking 
the  path  God  showed  me.  I  will  not  sin  that 
sin  a  second  time." 

"  But  Allah  pity  !  What  can  a  man  of  thy 
wealth  and  attainments  do  in  a  place  like  this  ? 
It  is  not  a  place  one  could  beautify  for  a  wonder 
and  a  byword.  I  myself  have  had  that  dream  : 
to  change  a  desert  to  a  paradise.  But  what  can 
a  man  like  thee  do  here  ?  " 

"He  can  live  in  peace ;  he  can  teach  the 
people  ;  he  can  ply  his  trade  in  the  bazaar. 
As  for  my  wealth,  I  have  no  need  for  all  of 
it.  When  thou  regainest  Istanbul,  sell  all  I 
possess,  and  take  the  half  of  the  proceeds  to 
thyself,  sending  me  the  other  half.  I  shall 
give  thee  letters  to  my  steward  and  also  to 
the  heads  of  the  learned.  Thy  need  is  greater 
than  mine." 
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"Allah,  look!  It  is  a  child— a  foolish 
child  ! "  cried  Milhem,  loudly  ;  but  he  was  some- 
what moved  from  opposition  to  his  brother's 
scheme.  "  Thou  talkest  of  peace.  Remember 
yesterday.  That  is  nothing — a  trifle — a  mere 
beginning.  .  .  .  Peace  forsooth !  Nay,  my 
soul  fears  grave  danger  for  thee." 

"  Fear  not,  O  my  lord  ! "  said  Hassan,  who 
had  all  this  while  stood  silent  by.  "  On  my 
head  be  the  danger.  This,  my  good  lord,  thy 
brother,  is  not  one  who  can  guard  himself. 
He  is  not  like  thee,  a  devil !  Thou  hast  said 
it :  he  is  a  child — a  little  child,  whose  hand  is 
in  the  hand  of  Allah.  The  friendship  of  such 
an  one  is  counted  to  a  man  for  righteousness. 
By  Allah,  I  am  glad  he  stays  with  us.  His 
presence  calls  a  blessing  on  us  all.  But  would 
to  Allah  he  had  chosen  the  daughter  of  my 
uncle.  It  would  not  have  been  half  so  serious. 
As  it  is,  we  must  swear  peace  with  those 
fellahin  for  ever  and  ever." 

"  Said  I  not  well  when  I  named  thee  tamer 
of  wild  beasts  ?  "  said  Milhem,  laughing.  "  But 
I  would  thou  hadst  chosen  some  pleasanter 
way  in  which  to  display  thy  power.  I  ask  but 
one  thing  of  thee,  thou  dear  madman.  Let  me 
depart  ere  thy  wedding.  I  would  not  defer 
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thy  bliss,  but  fix  it  for  the  day  of  my  depar- 
ture;  so  thou  shalt  not  mourn  my  loss  too 
deeply.  I  shall  start  at  the  dawn,  leaving  my 
peace  with  thee.  By  Allah,  it  is  a  disgrace 
to  our  house!  Nevertheless,  do  as  thou  wilt. 
It  is  thy  business/' 

The  day  whereon  Milhem's  government 
expired,  Shems-ud-dm  rose  two  hours  before 
daylight,  mounted  the  horse  which  Hassan  had 
saddled  for  him,  and  rode  slowly  to  his  brother's 
residence.  The  town  was  astir.  Lights  moved 
here  and  there  as  yellow  eyes  in  the  darkness, 
illuming  spaces  of  rough  wall  and  filthy  path- 
way. He  had  to  shout  his  way  through  the 
crowd  which  choked  the  approaches  to  the 
house  of  the  Bey. 

The  cavalcade  stood  ready  to  start,  bits 
jangled,  stallions  neighed.  The  soldiers  stand- 
ing at  their  horses'  heads,  in  hooded  ulsters 
and  high,  long-tasselled  fezzes,  cut  a  queer 
figure  as  seen  in  silhouette  against  the  shine  of 
sundry  lanterns  borne  by  members  of  the  crowd. 

At  the  noise  of  his  brother's  arrival,  Milhem 
came  out,  when  the  crowd  gave  forth  a  strange, 
deep  note,  like  a  night-bird's  cry,  repeated  at 
regular  intervals  ;  and  with  the  note  each  man 
beat  his  staff  with  might  upon  the  ground. 
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The  staves  fell  as  one.  The  effect  was  both 
weird  and  mournful,  by  the  light  of  a  few 
scattered  lanterns,  in  that  cold  hour  and  in  the 
darkness  under  the  stars. 

Milhem  was  warmly  wrapped.  He  em- 
braced his  brother  silently,  and  then  in  a  husky 
voice  gave  the  word  to  advance. 

The  same  wild  sounds  of  respect  and  woe 
accompanied  them  to  the  hill  without  the  town, 
to  ring  in  their  ears  long  after. 

Shems-ud-din  rode  beside  his  brother 
through  dark  chasms  of  the  hills  till  the  white 
of  dawn  appeared  above  the  rock-ridge  toothed 
like  a  saw.  Then  he  reined  in  his  horse. 

"  In  thy  grace  I  depart,"  he  murmured. 

"  With  my  peace  thou  goest !  "  said  Milhem, 
and  he  gulped  as  if  to  swallow  something  which 
impeded  speech.  "  Allah  knows  I  sin  in  suffer- 
ing thee  to  remain  here  alone.  My  heart 
reproves  me  sorely.  Kindest  of  the  kind  hast 
thou  been  to  me  always.  Often  have  I  been 
ungrateful ;  very  often  have  I  sinned  against 
thee.  I  ask  thy  forgiveness  humbly  now. 
Allah  knows  my  soul  hurts  me !  .  .  .  O  be- 
loved !  .  .  .  Give  me  now  a  blessing  ere  we 
part." 

Milhem   sprang   down    off  his   horse,  and 
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would  have  knelt  to  Shems-ud-din,  had  not 
the  latter,  dismounting  also,  prevented  him, 
saying — 

"Thus  only  do  I  bless  the,  O  my  dear!" 
He  kissed  Milhem  warmly  on  both  cheeks. 

For  a  moment  they  clung  together,  white 
dawn  on  their  faces.  Then  Shems-ud-din 
whispered — 

"  God  bless  thee,  O  my  brother,  now,  and 
in  the  hour  of  death,  and  in  the  last  day ! " 

He  climbed  back  into  the  saddle  and  rode 
lonely  away,  followed  by  shouts  of  goodwill 
from  all  the  escort.  He  felt  nothing,  saw 
nothing,  thought  of  nothing,  for  a  long  while. 

Just  as  he  reached  that  turn  of  the  wady 
whence  the  town  is  first  seen,  the  sun  glanced 
out  behind  him.  Himself  in  deep  shadow,  he 
beheld  all  the  opposite  slope,  dwarf  town,  giant 
ruins,  a  few  poor  fruit  trees,  bathed  of  a  sudden 
in  a  rich  glow,  like  nothing  earthly,  beneath  a 
sky  grape-blue  and  full  of  stars.  He  drew 
rein,  gaping  at  the  vision.  There  were  the 
peasants  going  to  their  tillage  among  the 
rocks ;  there  were  the  veiled  ones  tripping 
down  to  the  spring,  each  with  arms  upcurved 
to  sustain  the  pitcher  upon  her  head.  In  that 
ruddy  glow  they  flitted  as  thin  shades.  He 
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could  realize  nothing,  remember  nothing.  The 
place  seemed  foreign  to  him. 

But  presently  a  horseman  galloped  forth 
from  the  town,  and  rode  straight  towards  him, 
clattering  upon  the  rocks.  Shems-ud-din  heard 
his  shout.  It  was  the  voice  of  Hassan,  crying — 

"  Hail  to  the  bridegroom  !  " 

Then  Shems-ud-din  blushed  hot  for  joy. 
Even  now  the  bride  prepared  herself.  It  was 
his  wedding-morn. 


MANY  years  had  passed  since  that  day- 
spring.  Shems-ud-din  sat  in  his  shop 
in  the  small  bazaar,  a  great  sorrow  at  his 
heart.  His  wife  had  died  long  ago ;  his  son, 
lured  by  promises  from  the  exalted  Milhem, 
had  gone  forth  to  try  his  fortune  in  the  Govern- 
ment service  ;  and  now  it  had  pleased  God  to 
smite  the  last  remaining  of  his  dear  ones. 

Alia,  little  Alia,  whom  he  cherished  as  his 
own  ey^s,  lay  sick  of  a  wasting  illness  none 
could  name.  Every  homely  charm  and  nostrum 
had  been  applied  in  vain.  A  famous  leech 
from  distant  Damashc-esh-Shatn  had  bled  her 
copiously,  and  stayed  ten  days  in  the  house, 
expecting  some  good  result.  At  last,  seeing 
her  life  still  waned,  he  had  taken  Shems-ud- 
din  aside  and  spoken  gravely. 

"  O  Sheykh,  this  is  from  the  hand  of 
Allah.  All  my  science  is  as  air  against  it. 
The  stalk  is  cut,  the  ear  will  fall.  It  is 
decreed.  Grieve  not  overmuch,  I  entreat 

E  49 
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thee.  Rather  thank  Allah  that  it  is  not  thy 
son,  but  only  a  girl  from  whom  no  honour 
comes." 

Shems-ud-din  duly  thanked  Allah,  but  cast 
about  in  his  mind  for  some  remedy  yet  to  try. 
He  was  come  to  his  shop  at  this  idle  hour  of 
noon  on  purpose  to  think  undisturbed.  But 
the  halls  of  his  understanding  were  darkened 
and  unfamiliar  ;  even  the  lamp  of  faith  burned 
dimly,  a  great  way  off.  Though  he  prayed, 
"In  mercy  heal  her!  O  Allah,  spare  the 
sunshine  of  my  age !  "  he  knew  the  worth- 
lessness  of  such  prayer.  His  will  was  not  lost 
in  the  Divine  Will,  but  beat  against  it  to  its 
own  hurt,  a  moth  at  the  flame. 

The  voice  of  the  torrent  in  the  wady, 
swollen  from  days  of  rain,  droned  in  nis  ears. 
The  noontide  murmur  of  the  town — men's 
talk,  the  cooing  of  doves,  a  clink  from  the  forge 
— was  subdued  by  it.  It  filled  all  the  pauses 
of  thought  with  a  dull  refrain  which  seemed 
that  of  his  own  woe,  the  ever-recurring  numb- 
ness of  sheer  grief  that  prevented  his  thinking 
to  any  purpose.  It  deadened  a  noise  of  bells 
approaching,  until  it  was  quite  near,  in  the 
bazaar  itself. 

The     clangour    filled     the    air    suddenly, 
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starting  many  echoes.  But  Shems-ud-din  did 
not  turn  his  head.  He  continued  sitting  with  his 
back  to  the  world,  spreading  out  his  hands  over 
the  brazier,  which  he  had  lighted  for  an  illusion 
of  comfort.  He  heard  the  ponderous,  padded 
tread  of  camels  ;  he  smelt  their  hides  ;  and  one 
by  one,  in  passing,  the  huge  beasts  took  the 
daylight  from  him.  The  jangle  of  the  bells 
was  deafening. 

All  at  once  it  ceased.  The  train  had  halted. 
But  Shems-ud-din  did  not  turn  his  head. 

"  O  Allah,  weld  my  will  to  Thine  !  O  Lord, 
spare  my  daughter ! "  he  kept  moaning. 

"  For  how  much  dost  thou  sell  this,  O 
effendi  ?  "  said  a  husky  voice  behind  him. 

Turing  then,  in  some  dismay,  Shems-ud- 
din  beheld  a  man  unkempt  and  meanly  clad, 
grinning  sheepishly  as  he  held  up  a  tiny  bottle 
of  attar  of  roses.  It  was  evidently  one  of 
the  camel-drivers,  for  he  held  the  end  of  a 
rope  wound  round  his  wrist;  and  the  small, 
superb  face  of  a  camel  looked  over  his  head 
into  the  shop,  sneering  at  what  it  saw  there. 

"  For  how  much  ?  "  came  again  in  the  husky 
voice.  "  I  give  thee  six  piasters." 

"  Be  it  thine  at  that  price.  Take  it,  my 
son,  and  go  in  peace." 
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The  grin  departed  from  the  camel-driver's 
face.  His  mouth  fell  open,  and  his  eyes  grew 
round  with  alarm.  He  set  down  the  bottle 
hastily,  and  began  muttering  to  himself. 

"  What  ails  thee  ?  Why  dost  thou  murmur 
in  thy  soul  ?  "  asked  Shems-ud-din. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah !  Thou  askest  why  ?  Is 
there  not  cause  enough,  O  my  master?  Is  this 
precious  attar — the  soul  of  a  thousand  roses  ? 
By  Allah,  no,  I  think  not.  For  six  piasters ! 
And  if  I  bought  it  and  carried  it  to  her  I  love, 
and  a  jinni  came  out  and  deflowered  her  I  love 
and  slew  me  and  took  my  love  away  under  the 
sea  or  among  the  roots  of  the  mountains.  .  .  . 
Aha,  precious  attar  indeed  !  and  cheap  at  six 
piasters !  .  .  .  But  Ibrahim  is  a  wary  man, 
one  accustomed  to  look  behind  him.  When 
he  saw  thy  back  towards  him,  when  thou 
gavest  him  no  greeting,  he  said  in  his  soul, 
*  O  soul,  be  warned !  Either  this  merchant 
will  play  the  listless  to  drive  the  harder  bargain, 
or  else  here  is  something  strange,  out  of  the 
natural ' " 

"  Be  silent,  foolish  one  !  "  interrupted  Shems- 
ud-din.  "  My  daughter,  in  whom  I  delight, 
lies  near  to  death,  and  my  mind  is  distraught 
with  grief.  Though  I  heard  thee  and  saw, 
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it  conveyed  nothing  to  my  mind.  In  truth, 
the  perfume  is  worth  more  than  six  piasters. 
Take  it  as  a  gift  from  me  and  go." 

At  that  the   simpleton  kissed  the  ground 
before  Shems-ud-din. 

"  O  father  of  mercy  1"  he  blubbered.    "  Long 

have  I  desired  to  make  such  a  present  to  her 

I  love.     Allah  comfort  thee,  O  my  dear  lord ! 

Despair  not  for  thy  girl.      There  be  workers 

of  miracles  in  the  land  nowadays.     Hear  what 

befell  myself  a  while  since.     As  I  journeyed 

to  the  Holy  City  in  the  train  of  certain  Franks, 

having  charge  of  their  baggage,  death  seized 

me  round  my  belly  and  flung  me  from  my  mule 

whereon  I  sat,  and  laid  me  upon  the  stones  of 

the  path,  and  there   knelt  on   me   with   such 

weight  that  I  shrieked  aloud  for  the  pain  in  my 

midst.     It  had  been  the  end  of  me,  had  not 

one    of    the    infidels,    who   was   a    physician, 

jumped    down   off   his   horse,   and    producing 

something    from    his    clothes,    forced    me    to 

swallow  a  part  of  it.    Its  taste  was  bitter  as  gall, 

so  that  I  screamed  the  more  and  cursed  the 

poisoner.     But  after  a  little  death  fled  and  my 

health   returned   to   me,  and  I   went   forward 

singing  upon  my  way.     Great  is  the  science  of 

the  Franks.      Our  physicians  are  as  fools   to 
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them.  They  have  a  fine  hospital  in  El  Cftds. 
Take  thy  daughter  thither.  ..." 

"Ya  I-bra-him!"  came  a  cry  out  of  the 
distance.  "  Where  art  thou  ?  Make  haste  ! 
We  tire  of  waiting." 

"The  companions  call  me.  In  thy  grace, 
I  go.  Forget  not  my  counsel.  What  is  the 
journey  to  El  Cuds  for  one  like  thee  ?  Three 
days,  or  four  at  the  most ;  and  the  girl  can  ride 
comfortably  in  a  palanquin  between  two  mules. 
There,  with  Allah's  leave,  she  will  be  healed. 
...  I  come !  I  come ! " 

Tucking  the  bottle  into  his  waistband,  he 
turned  and  would  have  run  had  not  the  camel, 
refusing  to  be  hurried,  pulled  him  up  with 
a  jerk.  The  rope  between  them  was  taut  as 
a  lute-string  as  they  passed  from  sight. 

The  jangle  of  bells  had  sunk  once  more 
beneath  the  roar  of  the  torrent  ere  Shems-ud- 
din  perceived  that  his  prayer  was  answered. 
Then  great  awe  fell  upon  him,  and  he  said  in 
his  heart,  "  I  have  sinned."  It  shamed  him 
to  know  that  Allah  had  heard  his  wayward 
moaning.  He,  an  old  man  whose  beard  was 
white,  had  prayed  blindly,  senselessly,  as  a 
child  prays,  to  be  shown  a  little  hope,  some 
remedy  yet  untried.  Now  that  his  request 
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was  granted,  he  felt  as  that  camel-driver  had 
felt  on  finding  the  attar  his  at  the  price  first 
offered. 

While  he  sat  thus  between  great  hope  and 
fear,  a  face  looked  in  upon  him  out  of  the 
sunlight,  and  a  youthful  voice  exclaimed — 

"  May  thy  day  be  happy,  O  my  master. 
How  fares  the  beloved  ? " 

It  was  Shibli,  his  favourite  pupil  and  the 
bridegroom  designate  of  Alia. 

"  Enter,  O  my  son,  and  welcome,"  said 
Shems-ud-din ;  and  he  straight  described  to  his 
disciple  all  the  happenings  since  sunrise,  from 
the  departure  of  the  city  physician  to  the 
advice  so  strangely  proffered  by  a  simple 
camel-driver.  At  the  end,  Shibli  cried — 

"It  is  the  best  advice.  Let  us  go  to  El 
Cuds.  Apart  from  the  virtue  of  a  pilgrimage 
to  the  Dome  of  the  Rock,  I  thirst  to  behold 
so  famous  a  city.  My  father  will  grant  me 
leave  to  travel  with  thee.  O  happy  day ! " 

Shems-ud-din  smiled  upon  the  boy's  excite- 
ment. To  rebuke  it,  he  said — 

"Allah  knows  it  is  not  for  pastime  that 
I  go." 

But  Shibli's  delight  in  the  prospect  made 
it  bright  for  him  also. 
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Presently,  giving  his  disciple  charge  of  the 
shop,  Shems-ud-din  issued  forth  into  the  sun- 
light and  started  to  climb  a  steep  and  stony 
path,  like  the  bed  of  a  torrent,  which  led  to 
his  dwelling.  Women,  gossiping  at  their 
doors,  blessed  him  by  name  as  he  passed,  and 
inquired  tenderly  concerning  the  health  of  his 
dear  one.  The  sun,  sinking  down  upon  the  hill- 
top, dazzled  his  eyes.  Hope  renewed  opened 
the  gates  of  his  mind,  even  as  his  despondency 
had  shut  them  fast,  to  things  around  him. 
He  noticed  the  lizard  basking  in  the  sunshine, 
the  tuft  of  hyssop  growing  between  the  stones. 
His  house  stood  highest  of  all  in  the  little 
city,  close  upon  the  hill  of  ruins.  He  had 
himself  planned  and  superintended  its  building 
long  ago,  so  that  there  was  none  like  it  for 
size  and  nobility  of  aspect. 

Before  the  wide  open  arch  which  was  the 
entrance-hall,  upon  a  terrace  of  rolled  mud — 
which  seemed  a  parade-ground,  but  was  in  fact 
but  the  roof  of  the  house  below — an  old  negro 
was  standing  in  a  posture  of  some  dejection, 
gazing  wistfully  at  the  heights  beyond  the 
wady.  He  started  at  his  master's  approach, 
and  answered  the  question  about  Alia  with  a 
despairing  grin. 
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Shems-ud-din  passed  into  the  house.  Very 
softly  he  opened  a  door.  The  room  within 
was  darkened.  What  light  stole  in  through 
chinks  in  the  shutters  revealed  but  vague 
outlines. 

"  How  is  she  ?  "  he  whispered. 

"As  always.  She  has  not  slept."  Some 
one  arose  in  the  gloom  and  came  to  him. 

"  Who  is  it  ? "  wailed  a  fretful  voice  from 
the  floor.  "  O  Fatmeh,  who  is  it?  Bid  him 
depart." 

Shems-ud-din  went  and  knelt  beside  the 
sufferer. 

"  See,  O  beloved !  I  have  brought  thee  a 
thing  thou  lovest  well — some  of  thy  chosen 
perfume ! " 

"  I  love  it  not.  I  hate  it !  I  hate  every- 
thing !  O  Allah,  kill  me  quickly  !  .  .  .  I  would 
sleep.  O  Fatmeh,  take  my  father  away  that 
I  may  sleep." 

Fatmeh  followed  the  sheykh  to  the  door, 
and  clutched  his  robe. 

"  Hear  me,  O  my  lord ! "  she  whispered. 
(<  She  is  not  better ;  she  cannot  sleep.  What 
can  one  do  ?  I  will  tell  thee.  Be  not  wroth 
with  thy  servant.  There  is  a  tree  not  far  from 
here — a  good  tree  and  efficacious,  for  all  thy 
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frowns — one  that  has  healed  thousands.  Let 
me  tear  off  a  strip  from  her  finest  garment  and 
go  myself  and  hang  it  on  the  tree.  So,  in  sh' 
Allah,  she  will  be  healed  and  no  one  know  the 
manner  of  her  healing.  Cast  me  not  off. 
Hear  only,  I  entreat  thee.  Let  us  make  but 
trial  of  the  tree.  How  can  it  be  a  bad  tree  ? 
Did  not  Allah  make  it  with  the  others  ?  " 

"  Be  silent ! "  said  Shems-ud-din,  sternly. 
"  Allah  forbid  that  one  of  my  house  should 
commit  so  great  an  impiety  !  "  With  which  he 
passed  out  from  her  and  shut  the  door. 

By  that  time  the  evening  shadow  covered 
town  and  hillside ;  only  the  summit  of  the 
minaret  shone  like  the  henna-dyed  tip  of  a 
finger  pointed  heavenward.  But  the  cliffs 
across  the  wady  still  basked  in  broad  sunlight. 
The  figure  of  the  old  negro,  lounging  in  the 
archway,  stood  out  darkly  on  that  distant  glow. 

Shems-ud-din  sat  down  in  the  entrance  and 
remained  in  profound  meditation,  his  every 
thought  a  prayer;  while  the  flower  of  sunset 
bloomed  and  faded  upon  the  cliffs  beyond  the 
wady,  and  blue  night  stole  upon  the  landscape. 
Then,  out  in  the  gloaming,  a  cry  arose — a  long 
sustained  yell,  breaking  anon  into  a  wild  un- 
earthly chant.  It  came  from  the  minaret, 
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which  the  piety  of  Shems-ud-din  himself  had 
added  to  the  little  mosque.  Its  burden  of 
memories  brought  tears  to  the  old  man's  eyes. 

He  arose  and  went  out  on  to  the  roof  of 
his  house.  A  star  sparkled  on  the  fading 
green  of  sunset.  A  cool  breath  from  the  hills 
fanned  his  cheeks.  Falling  on  his  face  towards 
the  kibleh,  he  prayed  Allah  to  abate  something 
of  his  too  great  love  for  Alia,  which  had 
broken  the  calm  of  resignation  becoming  his 
age,  which  hung  as  a  cloud  between  him  and 
the  Creator. 

When  he  regained  the  porch,  old  Mas 
was  hanging  up  a  lantern  to  a  hook  on  the 
wall. 

"  O  Mas,  go  to  the  house  of  the  excellent 
Hassan  Agha ;  if  he  be  within,  beg  him  to 
honour  me  with  his  presence  here." 

"  No  need,"  grinned  the  black.  "  Even 
now  I  hear  his  honour's  voice  without." 

In  confirmation,  there  came  a  shout  "  Peace 
on  this  house ! "  and  the  Guardian  of  the 
Frontier  appeared  in  the  entrance  arch.  Be- 
hind him  a  crowd  of  heads,  but  dimly  seen, 
were  bowed  reverently.  Hassan's  men— a 
fierce-eyed,  swaggering  crew — followed  him 
about  always  like  tame  dogs.  With  a  shrug 
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and  his  grin,  Mas  went  off  to  pound  coffee  for 
the  invaders. 

"  What  is  this  I  hear  of  thee,  O  my  eyes  ? 
Thou  goest  to  El  Cuds  under  advice  of  an 
angel  from  Allah  ?  Shibli  told  me  the  strange 
story  as  I  rode  through  the  bazaar  at  sunset/' 
said  Hassan,  after  salutations.  "  Hopest  thou 
still  for  the  girl  ?  By  my  gun,  it  grieves  me 
to  see  thee  seek  the  cause  of  misfortune,  going 
groping  like  a  blind  man,  when  the  cause  is 
plain  to  all  beside  thee.  Thou  hast  let  the  girl 
grow  between  thee  and  the  Praiseworthy ; 
wherefore  the  Almighty  slays  her,  as  one 
breaks  the  small  branch  of  a  tree,  that  He  may 
see  thee.  What  do  I  with  my  mare  if  one 
praises  her  too  warmly,  so  that  my  pride  in  her 
leaps  up  to  flout  the  Most  High  ?  I  say 
piously  :  she  is  thine.  I  give  her  in  haste  to 
him  who  extols  her.  I  put  the  occasion  of 
sin  from  me.  And  so  I  would  do  with  my 
daughter  did  I  sin  through  her." 

"  The  right  is  with  thee,  O  Hassan,"  said 
Shems-ud-din,  in  great  distress.  "  But — O  my 
pearl  of  pearls  !  O  my  Alia !  O  young  moon 
rising  on  my  night  of  years  !  Darkness  were 
my  portion  without  thee  !  My  woman  is  dead, 
and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  enjoy  another. 
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My  son  is  far  away,  and  his  love  grows  cold. 
I  have  received  no  answer  from  him  these 
many  months.  But  my  Alia — she  is  here,  my 
soul  itself.  Allah  forgive  me,  I  must  try  to 
keep  her." 

"  I  say  nought  against  that,  O  my  eyes,  but 
only  against  the  extravagance  of  thy  love  for 
her.  Obey  the  angel  certainly.  The  Franks 
have  skill  in  medicine — more  especially  that 
tribe  of  them  which  is  called  the  English.  One 
Englishman,  who  was  in  Kars  during  the  siege, 
healed  my  father's  brother,  and  a  thousand 
others  who  were  counted  dead  of  the  Yellow 
Wind.  The  power  to  cure  is  their  inheritance 
from  Isa  the  Prophet,  the  mighty  healer. 
Proceed  to  El  Cuds.  Thou  art  like  to  behold 
thy  son  there,  by  what  I  heard  to-day  from 
the  mouth  of  a  camel-driver  from  that  city ; 
who  had  much  to  tell  of  one  Abd-ur-Rahman 
Bek,  an  officer  in  the  garrison,  and  nephew  to 
the  glorious  Milhem  Pasha.  It  can  mean  no 
other  than  our  friend,  thy  son.  He  came 
thither  from  Istanbul  three  months  ago/' 

"  Three  months  !  "  ejaculated  Shems-ud-din, 
with  downcast  eyes. 

"  Yes,  certainly  thou  must  journey  to  El 
Cuds,  if  only  that  the  sight  of  him  may  refresh 
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thy  soul.  But  tell  me,  O  my  dear,  what  is 
the  right  of  this  story  of  an  angel  ?  Shibli 
said  only  that  an  angel  had  appeared  to  thee, 
and  bidden  thee  take  him  (Shibli)  to  El  Cuds, 
for  the  sake  of  Alia  somehow." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Shems-ud-dm.  "  The  truth 
is  quite  otherwise.  Indeed  it  is  more  likely 
that  he  who  appeared  to  me  was  a  devil." 
Therewith  he  told  the  plain  story,  the  Circas- 
sians listening  with  open  mouths. 

"Ma  sh'  Allah!  A  jinni,  very  surely," 
said  Hassan,  at  the  end.  "  I  myself  observed 
something  peculiar  in  his  aspect.  Not  often  is 
so  long  a  train  of  camels  sent  forth  without 
money  in  the  hands  of  the  drivers.  Yet — 
believe  it,  who  can  ! — on  three  men,  having 
charge  of  more  than  fifty  camels,  we  found  but 
half  a  bishlik,  two  poor  knives,  one  brass 
button,  and  a  bottle — a  very  small  bottle — of 
attar  of  roses.  No  doubt,  but  the  man  was  an 
afrit,  who  spoke  with  thee.  Devils  love  to 
attack  a  saint,  just  as  I  would  rather  kill  a  big, 
strong  Bedawi  than  a  little  weak  one  when  it 
comes  to  avenging  their  slaughter  of  my  two 
sons.  Yet  fear  not,  O  my  soul !  A  man  of 
thy  works  can  laugh  at  all  the  Jan.  I  myself 
will  journey  with  thee,  and,  while  the  Frank 
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physician  heals  thy  daughter,  I,  with  Allah's 
help,  will  procure  new  rifles  for  my  comrades,  a 
great  supply  being  lately  come  to  the  garrison 
there." 

Hassan  paused  to  think  awhile,  stroking  his 
heavy  white  moustache. 

"  Yes ;  a  devil,  very  certainly  ;  perhaps 
even  Eblis  in  person — Allah  knows !  The 
thing  is  proved.  You  have  heard,  all  of  you 
here,  how  a  devil  cannot  profit  by  the  gift  of  a 
holy  one ;  how  the  gift  will  presently  return 
from  him  ?  Well,  behold  this  small  bottle  of 
attar  of  roses  ! " 

He  held  up  the  phial  so  that  all  could  see. 
A  shudder  of  applause  ran  round  the  circle. 


II 


TWO  hours  before  daybreak,  Mas,  the  negro, 
stood  on  the  hill  of  ruins  with  a  donkey 
saddled  and  bridled.  One  of  his  hands  grasped 
the  tail  of  the  ass  for  insurance  against  bray- 
ing ;  the  other  held  a  lantern,  its  rays  diverted 
from  the  house  of  Shems-ud-din.  Mas  looked 
up  at  the  stars  with  a  dissatisfied  grunt.  He 
observed  in  his  soul — 

"  Now  Allah  correct  all  women !  She 
whispers,  'At  the  seventh  hour  be  ready  for 
Alia's  sake ; '  and  I  leave  my  couch  and  the 
comfort  God  sends  to  me  in  dreams — the 
rich  banquet  and  the  palace  of  gurgling  foun- 
tains, the  sweet  brides,  and  my  youth  restored 
— I  forsake  all  that  because  of  her  whispering, 
and  I  saddle  the  ass  and  take  light  in  my 
hand,  and  stand  out  here  in  the  chill " 

A  noise  of  cautious  and  uncertain  footsteps 
here  broke  his  reflections.  He  stood  intent 
to  listen.  All  at  once  came  the  rattle  of 
stones  displaced,  a  thud,  a  smothered  scream. 

64 
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Promptly  he  turned  the  lantern  so  as  to  throw 
light  on  the  disaster. 

A  woman,  closely  veiled  and  muffled,  rose 
slowly  up  from  off  a  heap  of  refuse. 

"  Is  it  thou,  O  Mas  ?  Praise  to  Allah  ! 
Say,  what  was  it  smote  me  that  I  fell  ?  " 

"  Come,"  said  Mas,  simply. 

Fatmeh  tottered  forward  and  clutched  tight 
hold  of  the  negro. 

"  O  Mas,  I  dare  go  no  further !  Take 
thou  this  piece  of  raiment — the  raiment  of  the 
beloved — and  go  and  hang  it  on  the  blessed 
tree." 

"  Alone  ? "  Mas  laughed  to  scorn  the 
notion.  "  I  love  the  dear  one ;  but  go  alone 
by  night  to  a  chosen  haunt  of  devils,  I  will 
not !  In  the  daytime  ask  me." 

"  Allah  forbid  !  Is  it  not  a  secret  for  the 
dark  to  hide  that  thou  sayest  '  in  the  daytime/ 
'  The  daytime  : '  Allah,  listen  ! " 

"  Since  our  lord  gave  thee  leave  to  go, 
what  is  to  hide  ? " 

"  Leave  !  Allah  knows  he  has  given  leave 
enough.  A  sin,  indeed,  if  recourse  might  be 
had  to  Prankish  wizards  and  not  to  that  gentle 
tree ! " 

"  Then  come.     We  waste  time." 
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Seeing  she  would  still  have  tarried  scolding, 
Mas  lifted  her  up  and  placed  her  bodily  upon 
the  donkey's  back.  Then  taking  the  headrope 
in  his  hand,  he  strode  forward. 

No  sooner  did  Fatmeh  recover  breath  than 
she  began  to  inveigh  against  all  male  creatures, 
but  principally  those  on  whom  the  wrath  of 
God  is  manifest  in  a  black  hide.  Things,  she 
declared,  were  come  to  a  pretty  pass  when  a 
slave  dared  order  the  goings  of  his  mistress, 
and  carry  her  whither  she  would  not.  But  to 
all  her  tirades  Mas  replied  tranquilly — 

"  Since  when  art  thou  my  lady  ?  Thou  art 
not  all  thou  wouldst  be." 

After  a  time  words  failed  her.  Only  a 
moan,  when  some  exceptional  roughness  made 
her  bump  the  packsaddle,  assured  Mas  that 
she  was  still  there  behind  him.  At  length  she 
besought  him,  whimpering — 

"  O  Mis,  speak  to  me  ;  I  am  afraid !  Tell 
me,  O  kind  Mas,  a  story  to  beguile  the 
way." 

"  I  know  no  story." 

"  Sing  then.  For  the  love  of  Allah,  sing  a 
little." 

"  I  will  not ;  for  the  jan  love  music.  When 
the  day  comes,  then  perhaps  I  will  sing." 
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Fatmeh  appealed  to  Allah  against  such 
hardness  of  heart.  She  looked  up  at  the  stars 
for  comfort.  But  the  folds  of  her  veil  obscured 
the  view  of  them,  and  when  she  looked  down 
again  the  darkness  seemed  alive.  Save  the 
clap  of  her  donkey's  hoofs,  there  was  no  sound 
audible  upon  those  unseen  hills.  The  ray 
from  the  lantern  danced  on  ahead  like  an  evil 
spirit.  All  at  once,  to  her  horror,  the  dark 
earth  yawned  before  her,  spinning  dizzily  to  a 
shape,  like  clay  upon  the  potter's  wheel.  In  a 
trice  there  was  a  vast  black  bowl,  in  whose 
depths  glowed  fire,  small  specks  that  grew  and 
joined,  dwindled,  and  grew  again  till  all  else 
vanished.  She  lurched  forward,  groping  for 
Mas ;  but  in  the  gloom  her  hands  missed  him, 
and  she  fell  to  the  ground. 

When  she  came  to  herself  again,  she  was 
dazzled  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  shining  full 
in  her  eyes.  Mas  bent  over  her,  his  black  face 
burnished  in  the  light. 

"  Y'  Allah  !  What  ails  thee  ?  Come,  arise, 
I  say." 

She  moaned  :  "  Woe  on  us  !  The  fires  ! 
The  fires  of  punishment ! " 

"  Ah  ! "  smiled  Mas,  as  seeing  light  at  last. 
"  There  is  a  camp  down  there  in  that  wady — 
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whether  of  the  Bedu  or  the  gypsies,  Allah 
knows.  Now  come,  since  thou  art  not 
dead." 

Again  he  lifted  her  on  to  the  broad  saddle. 
Again  an  impenetrable  darkness  closed  about 
them.  But  she  was  no  more  afraid.  Having 
passed  the  extreme  of  horror,  whole  by  a 
miracle,  all  else  that  might  befall  seemed  light 
to  bear. 

A  whiteness  crept  up  somewhere  behind 
the  night.  Soon,  with  the  vagueness  and  the 
ceaseless  jogging,  she  fell  asleep,  and  awoke  to 
find  herself  in  a  plain,  somewhat  cup-shaped, 
rimmed  with  jagged  rocks.  Something  gaunt 
and  monstrous,  which  appeared  writhing,  yet 
was  still,  stood  in  the  way  against  them.  It 
was  the  tree. 

With  a  thankful  heart  she  slid  down  from 
off  the  bruising  saddle.  She  took  from  her 
bosom  the  strip  of  Alia's  raiment  and  gave  it 
to  Mcis,  who  was  tall  and  could  reach  the 
branches. 

"  It  is  finished,"  he  said  presently,  with 
satisfaction. 

Light  increased  with  every  minute.  Mas, 
having  put  out  the  lantern,  withdrew  from  her 
and  went  and  knelt  upon  the  ground,  his  left 
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shoulder  towards  the  dawn.  But  Fatmeh, 
sitting  huddled  beneath  the  magic  tree,  knew 
not,  nor  cared  to  know,  what  he  was  doing. 
She  wept  in  repentance  of  her  great  audacity. 

She  was  aroused  by  a  sound  unexpected 
and  terrible — the  gallop  of  many  steeds.  The 
noise  drew  near  apace.  A  voice  cried — 

"  Halt  at  the  tree  and  rest." 

At  that  she  flung  herself  face  downward 
upon  the  ground  and  knew  no  more,  until  a 
conversation  arose  so  close  to  her  that  it  was 
matter  for  wonder  how  the  speakers  escaped 
contact  with  her  body. 

"  It  is  a  Bedawi,  I  say." 

"  It  is  some  beast." 

"  Pronounce,  O  Nesib  the  Thief,  thou  lord 
of  two  good  eyes.  What  seest  thou  ? " 

"  I  see  nothing  marvellous.  Yonder  is 
a  man  in  white  raiment,  praying  towards 
Mekka.  And  here,  not  far  distant,  is  a  black 
donkey  at  grass,  bearing  a  pack-saddle  but  no 
load  thereon." 

"  Ha,  ha !  Is  there  light  to  tell  black  from 
white?" 

"  Others  may  not,  but  the  Thief  can 
surely." 

"  The  man  is  a  Bedawi.     Let  us  take  his 
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head  with  the  others.  So  shall  my  sons  be 
avenged.  Praise  be  to  Allah !  We  know 
now  that  they  go  to  El  Ctids,  these  dogs ;  and 
we  go  also  to  El  Cftds.  Are  they  not  between 
our  two  hands  ?  .  .  .  Yon  wretch  has  finished 
his  prayers.  Let  us  slay  him  and  reap  his 
head.  .  .  .  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ?  I  cannot 
see  for  the  light  beyond." 

Fatmeh  could  bear  it  no  longer.  She 
screamed  aloud  in  her  alarm  for  Mas.  Imme- 
diately she  was  seized  and  lifted,  struggling,  to 
her  feet.  Men  thronged  upon  her.  She  smelt 
men  and  horses. 

They  had  pulled  aside  her  veil,  yet  knew 
not  who  she  was ;  not  one  of  them  had  seen 
her  face  before.  Her  knees  gave  way,  her 
tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth.  She 
could  only  moan  and  whimper  under  in- 
dignities, and  think  with  terror  of  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-din.  For  disobedience  this  shame 
was  come  upon  her. 

"  Stop !  Hold  your  hands !  .  .  .  O  my 
lord  Hassan,  I  beseech  thee,  let  her  go.  She 
is  of  the  house  of  my  master,  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-din,"  cried  the  voice  of  a  man  out 
of  breath — the  voice  of  Mas. 

On  the  instant,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  she 
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was  free.  She  straightened  her  veil,  clutching 
for  support  at  the  saddle  of  the  horse  nearest 
to  her.  But  instead  of  the  saddle  her  touch 
encountered  the  bristled  skin  of  a  head — a 
man's  head.  She  gave  one  look  ere  her  shriek 
went  forth.  There  were  two  of  them,  with 
bloated  tongues  protruding. 

At  her  cries  a  laugh  went  up  from  the 
horsemen. 

"  Wilt  ride  with  me  ? "  asked  Hassan  Agha. 
"It  falls  not  often  to  the  lot  of  woman  to  roll 
two  men's  heads  at  once  upon  her  knees. 
Have  no  fear,  my  daughter.  They  shall  not 
bite  thee.  .  .  .  Nesib  and  thou,  Ali,  stay  and 
guard  these  people.  Be  mindful  to  use  them 
with  respect  for  the  sake  of  the  saintly  Shems- 
ud-din,  to  whose  house  they  belong.  Allah 
be  with  you !  " 

He  had  risen  in  the  act  to  spur  his  horse 
when  Fatmeh,  repressing  her  terror  of  the 
ghastly  heads,  caught  his  stirrup. 

"O  my  lord!"  she  entreated,  "of  thy 
goodness  breathe  no  word  to  the  sheykh,  my 
master.  He  knows  nought  of  my  coming 
hither " 

Hassan  cut  short  her  prayer  with  a  loud 
laugh. 
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"Then  say  nothing  to  thy  lord  of  my 
two  heads.  Call  it  a  bargain,  O  my 
dear!" 

And  he  rode  off  at  speed  with  his  men  in 
the  sun's  first  rays. 


Ill 


WHEN  Shems-ud-din  set  forth  from  the 
town,  there  was  great  excitement.  Babes 
were  held  up  by  their  parents  to  watch  the 
saint  ride  by.  A  cry  arose  that  he  should 
bless  the  place ;  and  he  did  so,  sitting  on  his 
old  white  horse,  adorned  with  old  trappings  of 
scarlet  and  light  blue  and  gold  which  had  not 
seen  service  for  twenty  years.  The  little  city 
on  its  hillside,  then,  in  the  early  sunlight,  looked 
restful  as  a  flock  of  sheep  at  noon.  There 
were  tears  in  the  sheykh's  eyes  as  he  turned 
and  rode  away. 

He  rode  alone,  with  eyes  downcast,  his 
beard  upon  his  breast,  never  far  from  the 
palanquin  which  contained  Alia  and  her  nurse. 
Shibli,  in  the  pride  of  youth,  galloped  ahead 
with  the  Circassians,  the  sunshine  glancing 
from  their  accoutrements  as  they  darted  in  and 
out  of  the  shadows  flung  by  great  rocks  across 
their  path. 

The  poles  of  the  women's  litter  were  borne 
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by  two  mules,  one  in  front  and  one  behind. 
Beside  the  hinder  trudged  Mas,  armed  with  a 
long  goad.  He  crooned  as  he  walked  a  sad 
song  without  end,  some  echo  of  his  long-lost 
childhood  in  hot  Darfur.  Now  and  then  a 
groan  came  from  within  the  litter,  and  Fatmeh 
was  heard  soothing  her  charge.  Once  the 
curtains  parted,  and  Alia  looked  forth  smiling 
at  her  father. 

"  How  is  thy  health  ? "  he  asked  earnestly. 

"  The  better  for  being  free  of  that  dark 
chamber,  that  hateful  town,  always  the  same 
smells,  the  same  thoughts.  Now,  in  the  sun 
and  sweet  air,  I  am  well,  O  my  father  ! " 

"In  sh'  Allah  ! "  murmured  Shems-ud-din, 
and  he  bowed  his  head. 

But  as  the  heat  increased,  and  shadows 
shrank  away,  nothing  but  moans  came  from 
within  the  palanquin.  The  Circassians,  tired 
of  display,  came  back  one  by  one.  Shibli, 
ranging  his  steed  alongside  that  of  Shems-ud- 
din,  prattled  incessantly  without  regard  for  his 
listener.  The  sheykh  heard  the  talk  around 
him  as  a  buzzing  of  flies. 

"What  gift  bearest  thou  to  the  Frank 
physician,  O  Nesib  ? "  cried  one  of  the  riders 
to  his  comrade  near  at  hand. 
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"  A  fine  one,  O  my  eyes.  I  bear  an  old- 
time  garment,  the  best  of  my  inheritance.  It 
belonged  to  my  father's  father,  and  has  been  as 
an  heirloom  in  the  family." 

"Capital!  Allah  will  give  to  thee.  .  .  . 
For  my  part,  I  take  a  trifle,  a  mere  nothing. 
The  chiefs  command  was  on  every  man  to 
bring  some  present  in  his  hand.  And  I  had 
nothing,  being  a  young  one,  newly  married. 
But  I  remembered  to  have  seen  clouds  of  bees 
upon  a  certain  rock  in  the  wady  below  our 
house.  So  I  went,  bearing  fire  with  me,  and 
slew  those  bees  and  took  their  honey,  a  portion 
of  which  is  here  in  my  saddle  bags.  My 
woman  wrapped  it  for  me  and  put  it  in  a  jar. 
In  sh'  Allah,  the  infidel  will  accept  of  it." 

"In  sh'  Allah,  but  it  is  no  great  thing," 
returned  he  of  the  garment. 

They  proceeded  by  the  easiest  and  clearest 
road,  which  was  also  by  much  the  longest,  so 
that  for  the  sake  of  the  litter  they  spent  four 
hours  upon  a  distance  which  the  horsemen 
alone  could  have  covered  in  less  than  two. 

At  length  they  reached  a  little  plain,  or 
cup-shaped  hollow,  among  the  hills,  in  the 
midst  of  which  stood  an  ancient  terebinth  full 
three  parts  dead.  A  number  of  rags  hanging 
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from  the  withered  branches  gave  to  that  tree  a 
curious  bearded  look. 

"  We  will  halt  awhile  in  its  shade,"  said 
Hassan,  who  had  assumed  the  chief  command. 
"  The  sun  is  hot ;  and  after  a  little  Allah  sends 
to  us  the  midday  breeze,  when  it  will  be  more 
pleasant  riding." 

At  that  Shibli,  with  a  shout,  set  off  gallop- 
ing towards  the  tree.  At  his  shout  a  flight 
of  small  birds  forsook  its  branches  and  flew, 
wavering,  with  faint  tweets,  towards  the  northern 
hillside.  With  a  scream  of  delight,  the  youth 
unslung  the  gun  from  his  back,  levelled  it,  and 
fired  after  the  birds.  In  a  second  his  horse 
was  standing  on  its  hindlegs,  and  he  himself  lay 
on  his  back  among  the  stones.  His  gun  had 
flown  a  great  way  off,  in  another  direction. 

A  roar  of  laughter  went  up  from  the  caval- 
cade. The  women  peeped  forth,  tittering, 
between  the  curtains  of  the  palanquin.  Only 
Shems-ud-din  betrayed  concern. 

"  Art  hurt,  O  my  son  ? "  he  inquired,  dis- 
mounting amid  a  general  stampede  in  chase  of 
Shibli's  horse,  which  was  by  that  time  careering 
madly  across  the  plain,  showing  the  flat  of  its 
hind-hoofs  to  the  pursuit. 

"  This   is   a   lesson,"   said    Hassan   Agha, 
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chuckling.  "  Boys  must  learn  from  Allah  ! 
Did  not  I  warn  thee  to  have  a  care  in  handling 
thy  gun  ?  Did  not  I  tell  thee  how  to  sit  for 
firing — bridle  dropped,  feet  forward,  pressing 
the  stirrups  ?  Yet  when  the  time  came,  thy 
feet  were  somewhere  behind  thee  and  thou 
didst  drag  up  the  bridle.  Another  time, 
perhaps,  thou  wilt  remember." 

Shibli  arose,  crestfallen,  tears  trickling  down 
his  cheeks.  He  admitted  with  shame  that  he 
was  unhurt. 

The  litter  was  set  down  in  the  shade.  The 
beasts  were  hobbled  and  turned  loose.  The 
men  who  had  gone  in  pursuit  of  the  runaway 
returned  successful,  their  horses  panting  and 
half-blind  with  sweat.  All  crowded  together 
beneath  the  tree. 

Shems-ud-dln  sat  with  his  back  to  the 
trunk,  where  the  shade  was  darkest.  It  was 
nowhere  a  continuous  blot  of  shade,  but  rather 
like  a  net  enmeshing  forms  and  faces.  Nesib 
the  Thief,  who  had  brought  a  waterskin  along 
with  him,  gave  to  drink  in  a  horn  cup,  to  the 
sheykh  first,  and  then  to  all  the  company  ;  not 
forgetting  the  women,  upon  whose  needs  Mas 
waited. 

By-and-by,  as  they  sat  in  drowsy  converse, 
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came  a  sighing  of  the  branches  overhead. 
Flowers  that  grew  among  the  stones  swayed 
a  little.  It  was  as  though  a  cool  hand  fell  on 
every  brow.  The  breeze  which  tempers  noon 
had  found  them  out. 

Throughout  the  halt  Shems-ud-din  gazed 
straight  before  him,  or  else  upon  the  ground 
at  his  feet.  Not  until  Hassan  gave  the  word 
to  remount  did  he  raise  his  eyes  in  thanksgiving 
for  that  half-hour's  refreshment.  They  remained 
fixed  in  awful  contemplation. 

From  the  lowest  branch  of  the  tree,  just 
overhead,  hung  a  strip  of  brightness,  fluttering, 
among  other  similar  strips  by  no  means  bright. 
This  strip  was  new,  the  rest  were  very  old. 
Moreover,  a  sunbeam  threading  the  maze  of 
twigs,  had  singled  it  out  for  illumination.  The 
sheykh  stared  and  stared.  Those  colours — 
green  and  white  in  stripes,  with  a  slender 
thread  of  crimson  down  the  green — were  most 
familiar.  He  had  bought  a  piece  of  silk  of  that 
pattern  not  long  ago  of  a  travelling  merchant, 
and  had  made  of  it  a  garment  for  Alia. 

He  turned  towards  the  litter.  A  hush  had 
fallen  on  the  group  around  him. 

"  O  Fatmeh,  come  forth !  Whence  is  this 
silken  rag  ?  How  comes  it  to  hang  here  ?  " 
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"  Rag !  What  rag  ? "  screamed  the  woman, 
creeping  out  through  the  curtains.  "Allah 
witness !  What  have  I  to  do  with  it  ?  Is  it 
my  tree  that  I  should  be  held  accountable  for 
all  that  grows  on  it  ?  Allah  forbid !  .  .  ." 

Her   voice,    which    had   arisen   shrill   and 
brazen,  soon  quavered  and  broke.     The  grins 
of  the  Circassians  cut  the  ground  from  under 
her.     She  fell  on  her  face  before  Shems-ud-din 
in  a  paroxysm  of  repentance. 

"  How  often  have  I  forbidden  thee  all 
traffic  with  this  tree  ?  A  wrong  to  myself 
I  had  forgiven  ;  but  this  is  an  insult  to  the 
providence  of  God.  Henceforth  I  wash  my 
two  hands  of  thee.  Return  to  thy  kindred, 
and  may  Allah  bless  thee  !  " 

Fatmeh  rolled  on  the  ground  in  convulsions 
of  shame  and  grief.  She  shrieked  to  the  by- 
standers to  slay  her  then  and  there.  But  the 
sheykh  stood  by  his  horse,  obdurate.  He 
surveyed  her  contortions  without  mercy,  till  a 
new  voice  of  lamentation  smote  his  ear. 

"  O  Lord  !  .  .  .  O  my  father  !  ...  Be  not 
so  wicked  !  .  .  .  O  Allah,  turn  my  father's  heart 
to  pity !  Wouldst  thou  slay  me  quite,  now, 
immediately  ?  Thou  knowest  I  am  nothing 
without  Fatmeh  !  I  will  die — yes,  die  now — 
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and  punish  thy  wickedness.  Oh,  woe  upon  us  ! 
Woe!  Woe!" 

The  thin  face  of  Alia  looked  forth  unveiled 
between  the  curtains.  It  was  distorted  with 
pain  and  fury,  most  ugly  to  look  upon.  Shibli 
made  a  wry  face  behind  her  father's  back.  It 
was  the  first  time  for  many  months  that  he  had 
seen  the  likeness  of  his  betrothed. 

The  sheykh  stood  gaping,  at  a  loss  for  a 
word. 

"  Arise,  O  woman,  and  resume  thy  place 
beside  her,"  he  said  at  last,  lamely. 

The  spectators  smiled  and  shrugged 
shoulders  one  at  another.  But  in  a  moment 
their  looks  changed  to  horror. 

The  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  lifted  his  right 
arm  and,  taking  hold  of  the  bright  rag,  pulled 
with  might.  The  silk  tore  with  the  shriek  of 
a  living  thing.  He  threw  it  away  and  straight 
remounted  his  horse,  heedless  of  the  piercing 
cries  of  Fatmeh. 


IV 


HPHE  first  night  of  travel  was  spent  at  a 
•*•  village  occupied  by  a  colony  of  Circas- 
sians. Here,  naturally,  they  met  with  a  warm 
welcome.  The  guest-chamber  of  the  head- 
man was  allotted  to  Hassan  and  Shems-ud- 
din ;  Alia  and  Fatmeh  were  accommodated 
in  the  same  house;  and  the  rest  of  the 
party  found  hospitable  quarters,  though  the 
most  part  slept,  from  choice,  under  the  open 
sky. 

Shems-ud-din  retired  early,  craving  leave  to 
mount  to  the  housetop  and  drink  the  fresh  air 
of  night.  For  long  he  paced  the  terrace-roof 
in  the  darkness,  then  sat  cross-legged  awhile, 
then,  as  his  limbs  felt  cramp,  arose  and  walked 
again. 

The  great  heart  of  the  night  beat  loud  in  his 
ears,  and  he  fancied  he  could  hear  respirations 
as  its  cool  breath  fanned  his  cheeks. 

By-and-by  the  eastern  hill  grew  black  and 
imminent ;  a  coronal  of  light  appeared  ;    and 
o  81 
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the  moon  pushed  up  her  horn,  a  golden  spear- 
point  against  the  stars.  The  flat-roofed  houses 
took  shape  suddenly,  cube  by  cube.  A  minute 
since  they  had  been  lost  in  night's  mystery,  at 
one  with  the  dim  hills,  the  starry  sky. 

Shems-ud-dm's  prayer  ceased  not.  He 
prayed  for  strength  in  submission.  An  instant 
fear  haunted  him,  making  this  night  most 
terrible.  He  thought  that  God  would  take  the 
life  of  Alia  at  once,  without  delay,  and  so  ratify 
the  covenant  of  the  tree.  In  tearing  down  the 
idolatrous  rag  from  off  the  branch,  he  had 
accepted  his  daughter's  death  at  the  hand  of 
the  Lord.  He  prayed  for  perfect  resignation. 
But  a  wish  would  outrun  the  prayer — Oh,  that 
Allah  would  appoint  some  other  victim,  as  He 
did  of  old  for  Ibrahim,  His  friend! 

With  the  first  dawn  he  went  down  into  the 
house  to  wash  before  the  morning  prayer. 
When  his  host  inquired  if  he  had  spent  a 
happy  night,  he  answered  Yes,  and  thanked 
him  kindly.  Alia  yet  lived ;  nay,  Fatmeh 
pronounced  her  better  than  on  their  arrival  the 
evening  before.  So  the  sunrise  smiled  to  him. 

That  day  their  road  led  through  a  forest  of 
terebinths,  not  dense,  but  growing  singly,  or 
else  by  clumps  of  two  and  three.  The  path 
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was  pied  with  shade,  affording  a  pleasant  diver- 
sity ;  and  Alia  often  looked  out  from  the  palan- 
quin with  cheerful  words  to  her  father. 

It  was  late  afternoon  when  they  came  forth 
from  among  the  trees.  From  a  bald  crown 
they  surveyed  a  waste  of  yellow  hills  tossed 
and  crumpled  in  the  likeness  of  a  stormy  sea. 
They  halted,  without  dismounting,  to  inhale 
the  keen  air  of  those  highlands. 

Of  a  sudden  Hassan  laughed  out,  and 
pointed  to  the  valley  right  below  them.  In 
the  midst  of  a  green-stained  dell  swelled  a 
brown  mound,  in  shape  nearly  oval.  By  one 
end  of  the  mound  moved  a  camel,  by  the  other 
a  man. 

"He  must  have  been  to  sleep,"  laughed 
Hassan,  "  and  have  let  go  the  rope.  And  now 
if  he  catch  it  ere  the  Day  of  Judgment,  it  will 
surprise  me." 

When  the  man  stole  round  to  one  side  of 
the  hillock,  his  camel,  which  till  then  had  been 
browsing  peacefully,  lifted  its  head  and  stepped 
round  to  the  other.  They  could  see  the  head- 
rope  dangling  as  it  ran. 

The  man  stood  still,  in  thought  apparently ; 
for  soon,  as  if  struck  by  a  new  idea,  he  started 
to  climb  the  mound.  From  the  top  he  caught 
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sight  of  the  camel  beneath  him,  placidly  chew- 
ing. They  could  hear  his  yell  of  triumph  as 
he  rushed  down  upon  it.  But  he  pitched  head- 
long and,  by  the  time  he  reached  level  ground, 
his  camel  was  not  there. 

The  man  sat  nursing  himself. 

"  Now  he  weeps,  I  assure  you,"  cried 
Hassan,  exultant. 

"  Let  us  go  down  and  help  the  poor  man," 
said  Shems-ud-din. 

"No,  that  we  will  not!  It  were  a  sin! 
But  I  am  with  thee,  my  dear,  to  go  down  and 
hear  his  tale.  It  must  be  a  rare  one.  Ma 
sh'  Allah!" 

Already  Shibli  and  the  younger  men  were 
urging  their  horses  down  the  steep  decline. 
Old  Hassan  followed  at  a  breakneck  pace. 
Only  Shems-ud-din  and  Mas  the  negro  stayed 
by  the  litter.  Care  for  the  sick  girl  obliging 
them  to  descend  very  slowly,  step  by  step,  by 
the  time  they  reached  the  foot  the  rest  of  the 
party  had  been  some  time  gathered  round  the 
lord  of  that  froward  camel.  Shems-ud-din 
drew  near  the  group. 

The  fellah  was  about  finishing  his  tale  of 
woe.  He  moaned — 

"O  Lord,  I  possess  but  this  one  only,  and 
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a  person  in  Es-Salt,  the  lord  of  much  wealth, 
would  buy  him  of  me  for  a  journey  he  makes 
to-morrow.  The  price  offered  is  a  high  one. 
I  would  fain  receive  it.  But  to-morrow  will 
be  too  late ;  the  merchant  will  have  gone  his 
way.  Would  to  Allah  I  had  not  lain  down  to 
sleep !  Would  that  I  had  never  been  born  to 
need  sleep  upon  the  earth !  Be  kind  now,  I 
entreat  you,  O  my  masters !  Help  me  to 
recover  my  camel." 

But  the  Circassians,  and  Shibli  with  them, 
mocked  his  anguish,  saying — 

"We  sympathize  with  thee,  that  is  under- 
stood. But  we  be  plain  men.  We  meddle 
not  with  signs  and  wonders.  Who  ever  saw 
the  like  of  this  thy  quandary  ?  Surely  it  is 
upon  thee  from  the  hand  of  Allah." 

At  that  the  poor  man  put  his  knuckles  to 
his  eyes  and  wept  aloud,  cursing  the  stock  of 
men  so  heartless. 

Shems-ud-din  frowned  upon  their  wicked- 
ness. He  was  about  to  use  his  authority  on 
the  man's  behalf  when  lo  !  the  camel  itself  came 
striding  round  a  shoulder  of  the  hill  and  stood 
within  a  few  paces  of  him.  The  rest  beheld 
not  the  chance,  intent  on  their  evil  game. 

Very  quietly  the  sheykh  walked  his  horse 
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towards  the  great  beast,  which  watched  his 
approach  without  concern,  nor  demurred  even 
when  he  grasped  the  headrope. 

"  O  fellah,  behold  thy  camel  1" 

For  a  moment  all  were  petrified.  Then 
wild  cries  arose  :  "  A  wonder  !  " — "  A  sign 
from  Allah!"— "  The  Lord  has  ordained  a 
miracle  at  the  hand  of  the  saintly  Shems-ud- 
din  !  " — "  Run,  O  poor  man  !  Make  haste  to 
kiss  the  earth  between  his  horse's  feet ! " 

The  fellah  did  as  they  bade  him.  He  ran, 
and  falling  on  the  ground,  flattened  himself 
before  the  horse  of  Shems-ud-din,  trying — 

"  Deign  to  ride  over  me,  O  favoured  of 
Allah!  Behold,  I  am  the  dust  of  thy  path- 
way !" 

The  sheykh  made  him  rise,  and  explained 
to  him  the  occurrence  as  most  natural.  "  Seeing 
thou  hadst  ceased  from  pursuing,  thy  camel 
tired  of  playing  alone  and  came  of  his  own 
accord  to  look  for  thee." 

But  the  owner  of  the  camel  would  not  be 
convinced  any  more  than  would  the  bystanders, 
that  the  event  was  less  than  a  miracle.  The 
Circassians  congratulated  one  another,  whisper- 
ing— 

"  Now  is  it  clear  that  he  knows  the  language 


THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM         87 

of  beasts  ;  for  how  else  could  he  read  the  mind 
of  this  camel,  that  he  is  tired  of  playing  alone  ? 
By  Allah,  he  is  no  less  than  a  prophet.  Praise 
to  the  Highest,  who  has  made  us  his  com- 
panions." 

"  Where  sleep  you  to-night  ? "  asked  the 
camel's  master,  wiping  his  eyes  on  the  sleeve 
of  his  robe. 

They  answered  him — "  At  Es-Salt,  whither 
thou  also  goest." 

"  Good.     Then  I  travel  with  you.'* 

Throughout  the  rest  of  the  journey,  which 
was  very  monotonous,  the  eyes  of  that  fellah 
dwelt  upon  Shems-ud-din,  raptly  staring  as  at 
a  vision.  In  the  town  of  Es-Salt  it  would  have 
been  hard  to  find  a  lodging  for  the  women, 
since  the  only  khan  was  filled  with  a  caravan 
bound  to  Busra  from  the  Holy  City ;  but  this 
man  took  them  to  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his, 
who,  on  hearing  the  case  explained,  turned  out 
with  his  family  into  the  adjoining  stable,  and  so 
made  room  for  them.  And  when  Shems-ud- 
din  arose  in  the  morning  and  looked  forth, 
there  was  this  same  man  squatting  patiently 
beside  the  threshold. 

At  sight  of  the  sheykh,  he  fell  down  and 
kissed  his  feet. 
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"  May  thy  day  be  happy,  O  my  master  !  I 
seek  a  boon  of  thee.  Grant  me  but  leave  to 
journey  with  thee  to  the  Holy  Place.  I  will 
be  no  charge  upon  thee  ;  for  I  have  this  hour 
received  the  price  of  my  camel.'* 

"  But    thy   business  !  —  thy   house  !  —  thy 


woman ! " 


"Those  are  always  with  me.  They  await 
my  return.  But  as  for  thee,  thou  passest.  It 
is  an  occasion  to  be  seized." 

"  But— merciful  Allah  ! — I  travel  not  for 
pastime,  O  my  son." 

"  I  know,  O  my  lord.  Thy  companions 
have  already  told  me  ;  and  I  sorrow  with  thee. 
How  is  the  health  of  the  lady,  thy  daughter, 
this  morning  ?  " 

"  In  sh'  Allah,  it  is  no  worse.  She  yet  lives," 
said  Shems-ud-din,  sadly. 

"  May  Allah  heal  her  quickly  !  Deign  now 
to  give  me  the  saddlebags.  I  will  make  ready 
the  horse  for  thy  grace." 

He  would  not  be  gainsaid. 


WHEN  the  cavalcade  assembled  without 
the  town,  this  new  companion  came 
riding  upon  the  sorriest  ass  ever  seen,  which, 
it  transpired,  he  had  borrowed  from  a  friend. 
He  took  all  the  laughter  at  his  expense  in 
excellent  part. 

His  name,  he  said,  was  Zeyd  the  son  of 
Abbas.  He  had  been  born  in  El  Arish,  to- 
wards the  country  of  Masr,  but  had  not  beheld 
that  place  for  many  years.  Bred  to  the  calling 
of  a  muleteer,  he  had  led  a  wandering  life  from 
childhood.  It  was  now  three  years  since  he 
had  settled  down  in  a  certain  village,  about  six 
hours  distant  from  the  spot  where  they  had 
found  him  at  hide-and-seek  with  his  camel. 
He  had  taken  to  wife  a  girl  of  that  place,  and 
was  fairly  prosperous  as  poor  men  reckon. 

Not  half  of  all  he  said  reached  Shems-ud- 
din's  ears,  which  were  strained  towards  the 
palanquin  ;  but  a  word  of  courteous  acquiescence 
contented  Zeyd. 

89 
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They  came  to  the  end  of  the  highlands  in 
a  bare  brown  shoulder  thrust  out  over  a  chasm 
wide  and  deep,  no  mere  wady  of  the  hills  like 
those  they  had  hitherto  traversed,  but  a  trench 
cut  below  the  surface  of  the  world.  It  parted 
the  mountain  lands  to  east  and  west.  Upon 
the  plain  in  its  depths,  through  mists  of  heat, 
they  could  see  the  belt  of  foliage  coiling  like  a 
snake,  which  marked  the  course  of  the  river. 
In  the  south,  at  no  great  distance,  the  valley 
widened  to  enclose  a  dazzling  sheet  the  eye 
avoided,  a  memorial  of  God's  wrath,  the  Sea  of 
Lot. 

Here  they  came  up  with  the  Circassians 
and  Shibli,  who  had  stopped  for  consultation. 

"  What  sayest  thou,  O  my  dear  ? "  cried 
Hassan.  "Shall  we  rest  to-night  in  the  plain 
yonder ;  or,  for  the  day  is  yet  young,  shall  we 
push  on  nearer  to  El  Cuds  ?  Decide,  I  pray 
thee." 

"  Let  us  hasten  onward/'  replied  Shems-ud- 
din. 

His  prayer  all  yesterday  and  this  morning 
had  been  that  Alia  might  die  in  a  house 
peacefully,  that  death  might  deal  gently  with 
her,  as  would  not  be  the  case  did  she  ex- 
pire amid  the  jolt  and  rocking  of  that  crazy 


THE  HOUSE   OF   ISLAM         91 

palanquin.  He  was  therefore  for  pushing  on 
as  far  as  might  be. 

But  soon  after  they  began  to  descend,  the 
path  being  steep  and  rough  so  that  the  mules 
moved  jerkily  with  frequent  slips,  a  shriek 
came  from  Fatmeh  within  the  litter ;  and 
when  all  halted  and  crowded  round,  Alia  was 
discovered  lifeless. 

Mas,  with  the  ready  help  of  Zeyd  ebn 
Abbas,  lifted  her  out  and  bore  her,  duly  veiled, 
to  where  a  jutting  rock  spread  a  fan  of  shadow. 
Every  one  thought  her  dead. 

But  Fatmeh,  with  a  snort  of  contempt,  bade 
them  all  stand  back.  She  removed  the  veil 
from  the  girl's  face,  and  began  to  chafe  one  of 
her  hands,  bidding  Shems-ud-din  do  the  like 
with  the  other;  she  wetted  her  fingers  in  her 
mouth  and  laid  them  to  Alia's  forehead  ;  with 
the  result  that  presently  the  life  returned. 
Alia  drew  a  gasping  breath  and  her  eyelids 
fluttered. 

"  Praise  to  Allah  ! "  cried  the  onlookers. 

"  Praise  to  Allah,  in  truth  ! "  cried  Fatmeh, 
with  a  point  of  scorn.  "  Small  praise  to  any 
one  else  here  present!  It  is  the  fatigue,  of 
course,  O  my  poor  one,  O  my  dove !  How 
should  it  be  otherwise  when  she  has  been  jarred 
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so  many  hours  in  yonder  box,  which  would  kill 
even  a  jinni,  I  think,  with  its  lurch  and  the 
creak  of  the  poles.  Let  her  lie  in  peace  to-day, 
and  she  may  live  to  see  El  Cuds.  Hurry  on, 
and  she  will  die  on  the  way  !  Allah  knows 
that  for  truth." 

There  could  be  no  further  question  as  to 
where  they  should  halt  for  the  night.  Alia 
was  carried  back  to  the  litter  and  they  resumed 
their  march  down  into  El  Ghur. 

They  reached  the  plain  a  little  before  noon, 
and  dismounted  near  a  village  of  seeming 
anthills  at  the  edge  of  a  thicket,  on  this  side 
the  ford.  Here  food  was  procured  for  the 
sick  girl — curds  and  fruit,  and  rice  boiled  with 
the  daintiest  parts  of  a  fowl — of  which  she  took 
but  a  mouthful  ere  resigning  the  dish  to 
Fatmeh.  But  she  drank  deep  from  a  pitcher 
of  cold  pure  water,  and  lay  back,  seeming 
refreshed.  The  women  abode  in  the  litter  set 
down  in  the  shade  of  some  trees,  the  hovels  of 
the  village  appearing  to  Shems-ud-din  far  too 
wretched  to  receive  them. 

The  repast  ended,  Hassan  and  the  rest 
crossed  the  river  and  strolled  off  in  various 
directions.  Only  Shems-ud-din  and  Zeyd  ebn 
Abbas  stayed  with  Mas  beside  the  litter. 
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The  last-named  busied  himself  in  constructing 
a  rough  booth  with  boughs  and  reeds  and 
grass,  and  garments  borrowed  from  one  and 
another.  Shems-ud-dm  sat  in  a  state  between 
prayer  and  meditation,  observed  with  reverence 
by  his  new  disciple.  The  soothing  voice  of 
Fatmeh,  the  voice  of  a  nursing  mother  lulling 
her  babe  to  sleep,  blent  with  the  coo  of  doves 
among  the  trees.  A  knot  of  villagers  watched 
from  a  distance,  impressed  by  the  stillness  of 
the  strange  men. 

At  length,  when  shades  grew  long  to  east- 
ward, and  Mas,  having  finished  his  work,  had 
gone  to  bathe  in  the  river,  Zeyd  ventured  to 
say — 

"  Deign  to  teach  me  somewhat,  O  my 
master." 

"  In  the  name  of  Allah,  gladly,"  consented 
Shems-ud-din,  starting  to  consciousness. 

Taking  suggestion  from  the  scene  around 
them,  he  told  of  Lut  and  Ibrahim  the  Friend, 
and  how  Allah  destroyed  the  wicked  cities 
which  once  stood  where  now  the  bitter  sea 
shone  gold  to  the  setting  sun.  The  villagers 
— men,  women,  and  little  children — approached 
to  listen,  edging  nearer  shyly,  like  wild  things 
fascinated,  till  they  formed  a  half-circle  before 
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the  narrator.  Soft-breathed  "  Ma  sh'  Allah  I  "-s 
punctuated  his  discourse.  The  Circassians, 
returning  by  twos  and  threes,  lounged  upon 
the  ground  within  earshot.  "  It  is  a  great 
saint,  hear  him  !  None  like  him  in  all  the 
world ! "  they  whispered  to  the  breathless 
fellahin ;  till  Shems-ud-din  observed  how  they 
whispered  among  themselves,  and  ceased  speak- 
ing in  some  annoyance.  Till  then  he  had  been 
scarce  aware  of  their  presence.  It  was  no  time 
for  preaching,  his  sorrow  told  him,  nor  for  aught 
else  wherein  his  soul  took  pride. 

The  villagers  stole  up  one  by  one  to  kiss 
his  hand,  and  he  suffered  it,  but  begged  them 
to  withdraw  ;  which  they  presently  did,  with 
many  a  backward  look.  Certain  of  the  women 
returned  at  nightfall,  bringing  slabs  of  bread, 
and  earthen  bowls  full  of  curds  and  cooked 
meats,  which  they  set  upon  the  ground  near 
him.  They  stayed  not  to  haggle  over  the 
price,  but  took  what  was  offered  them  and 
went  away. 

"Ma  sh'  Allah!"  said  Hassan  Agha,  with 
his  thunderous  laugh.  "It  is  good  to  travel 
with  a  holy  one.  To-morrow,  it  is  likely,  we 
shall  find  coined  gold  instead  of  stones  in  our 
path.  Know  also,  O  light  of  my  eyes,  that  our 
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enemies  are  delivered  into  our  hands,  an  easy 
prey.  The  Lord  knows  we  must  thank  thy 
sanctity  for  it,  under  Allah.  Some  dwellers 
in  the  House  of  Hair  camp  ahead  of  us  within 
that  crease  of  the  mountain  to  be  seen  from 
here.  My  own  eyes  have  beheld  them.  And 
one,  a  pilgrim  to  Neby  Musa,  who  stood  near, 
told  me  all  there  is  to  know  concerning  them. 

"They  are  infidels,  coming  of  a  southern 
tribe  which  of  old  was  perverted  from  the 
Faith ;  and  they  go  now  to  keep  the  feast  of 
the  Nazarenes,  which  is  nothing  but  a  battle 
between  two  rival  factions  of  that  sect,  decided 
annually  in  the  church,  called  the  Resurrection, 
in  El  Cuds.  This  fight  is  all  their  observance  ; 
for  the  rest,  they  have  no  religion  more  than 
other  wild  beasts.  It  is  good  to  exterminate 
such  men.  In  sh'  Allah,  we  shall  slay  every 
one  of  them  or  ever  they  behold  the  city.  So 
shall  my  sons  be  avenged  ! " 

"  Be  not  so  wicked  in  thy  thoughts,"  said 
Shems-ud-din,  sternly.  "  What  are  these  men 
to  thee  ?  These  slew  not  thy  sons  ! " 

Hassan  shrugged  up  his  shoulders,  and 
began  to  roll  a  cigarette. 

"  Am  I  Allah  to  tell  one  sparrow  from  his 
brother  ? " 
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"  Thou  wouldst  not  shed  innocent  blood  !  " 

"  Is  their  blood  innocent  ?  Allah  knows  : 
let  Him  decide.  I  know  that  men  like  to  these 
in  appearance  slew  my  two  sons  ten  years 
ago » 

Shems-ud-din  arose,  quivering.  "  Now 
Allah  reckon  with  thee  at  the  Last  Day ! 
Fight  while  we  travel  together,  and  I  leave 
thee  without  a  blessing !  Allah  witness,  it  is 
my  last  word  !  " 

"Well/*  growled  Hassan  after  a  long 
pause,  "let  there  be  truce  for  a  day  or  two 
till  we  arrive  in  El  Cuds.  There,  if  they  push 
against  us  in  those  narrow  streets,  I  cannot 
swear  to  restrain  the  hands  of  my  followers. 
But  till  then,  peace.  Thy  blessing  is  dearer 
than  the  blood  of  dogs,  beloved  ! " 

"  Good,"  said  Shems-ud-din ;  and,  wrapped 
in  his  white  cloak,  he  lay  down  to  sleep  upon 
the  ground  before  the  bower  which  Mas  had 
built,  where  slept  the  women. 

So  it  befell,  on  the  morrow,  that  a  troop 
of  horsemen  overtaken  upon  the  mountain- 
road  went  unmolested.  The  men  had  swarthy 
faces,  dark  eyes  of  a  smouldering  fire,  and  they 
spoke  pure  Arabic  with  a  husky  voice.  There 
was  a  little  friendly  rivalry,  racing  of  horses 


THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM         97 

and  the  like,  between  them  and  the  Circassians  ; 
but  that  was  all. 

"  What  doest  thou  ?  "  inquired  Shems-ud- 
din  of  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas,  who  rode  with  his 
eyes  shut,  muttering. 

"  I  pray  to  Allah,"  was  the  reply ;  and  a 
little  later,  when  they  had  parted  from  the 
tribesmen  :  "  I  praise  Allah,"  he  said. 

"  Thou  doest  well,  O  my  son." 

At  a  lonely  khan,  where  the  midday  halt 
was  made,  they  found  a  company  of  Prankish 
travellers,  taking  food  from  off  a  white  cloth 
spread  upon  a  flat  rock.  It  was  a  desert  place. 
Blond  crags  towered  up  wan  against  the  rich 
blue ;  the  world  seemed  of  two  plain  colours — 
earth  and  sky.  The  Franks  made  a  great 
clatter  with  knives  and  forks  upon  plates  of 
tin  or  some  other  metal.  They  laughed  loud 
and  vacantly,  rousing  echoes  among  the  cliffs. 
They  stared  rudely  at  the  new-comers,  the 
palanquin  in  particular  attracting  their  curiosity. 
They  pointed  with  knife  and  fork  at  the  object 
of  their  attention  ;  and  one  who  stood  by, 
having  the  countenance  of  an  Arab  but  the 
voice  of  a  Frank,  gave  them  information  in 
their  own  jargon. 

When  the  foreigners  had  done  eating,  they 
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clambered  up  among  the  rocks  and  began  to 
throw  down  small  stones,  laughing  consumedly 
for  no  reason.  Their  guide  was  left  alone 
upon  the  level  space  before  the  little  khan. 
Hassan  approached  him  and  entered  into 
conversation. 

"  Surely  the  Franks  are  possessed  with 
devils,"  said  Shibli  to  the  sheykh  excitedly. 
"  See,  they  laugh  at  nothing,  they  throw 
stones  at  nothing,  yet  rejoice  in  their  vanity. 
They  reject  the  means  which  Allah  hast  pro- 
vided and  eat  with  strange  implements  hard 
to  manipulate,  making  of  their  necessity  a 
game  of  skill.  And  their  raiment.  Saw  a 
man  ever  such  clothes  ?  The  women,  more 
especially ;  if  indeed  they  be  women  !  Look 
now,  I  beseech  thee,  O  my  master." 

"  Wherefore  look,  O  my  son  ?  "  said  Shems- 
ud-din,  listlessly.  Whereupon  Zeyd  the  son  of 
Abbas  groaned  like  a  camel,  supposing  those 
women  to  be  sinful  beyond  the  common. 

Anon  Hassan  returned  from  the  dragoman, 
bearing  a  face  of  news.  He  threw  himself  on 
the  ground,  as  one  heart- weary,  ere  observing — 

"The  Holy  City  is  full  to  overflowing, 
according  to  that  dog.  Allah  help  all  of  us 
to  find  a  lodging.  The  Nazarenes  fill  every 
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nook,  and  a  cake  of  bread  is  sold  for  a  week's 
wages.  In  sh'  Allah,  it  is  not  all  true,  what 
the  hog  has  told  me." 

"  Allah  help  us,  in  truth ! "  cried  Shems-ud- 
din.  "We  shall  arrive  too  late  to  seek  at 
once  the  Frank  physician.  And  the  city  is 
set  on  a  hill — the  air  of  it  is  keen.  My 
child  will  surely  die.  Allah  teach  us  how  to 
proceed." 

"I  will  tell  thee,  O  my  master,  and  you 
also,  O  companions  of  my  lord,"  exclaimed 
Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  suddenly,  with  a  joyful  face. 
"  The  brother  of  my  wife's  sister's  husband's 
father  dwells  not  far  from  the  Holy  Place,  on 
this  side,  at  a  village  of  the  hills.  He  is  not 
a  rich  man,  but  deign  to  stay  the  night  with 
him,  and  not  he  only,  but  the  whole  of  my 
wife's  family  will  be  honoured." 

Shems-ud-din  took  the  speaker's  hand 
affectionately,  saying — 

"  Daily  do  I  praise  Allah  for  the  loving 
kindness  of  the  poor.  Surely  God  has  sent 
thee,  O  Zeyd  of  the  open  heart.  The  Lord 
increase  thy  wealth  and  hold  thee  ever  in  His 
keeping." 

He  rose  then,  and  went  to  tell  the  women 
of  Zeyd's  offer  and  his  conclusion  to  accept 
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it.  A  cry  of  "  Praise  to  Allah  !  "  escaped  from 
both  occupants  of  the  litter.  After  the  glimpse 
they  had  just  obtained  of  Prankish  manners, 
neither  Alia  herself  nor  Fatmeh  was  in  haste 
to  behold  the  Frank  physician. 


VI 


hills  were  as  negro  heads  about  a 
fire  ;  twilight,  olive-tinted  and  something 
luminous,  flooded  every  crevice  of  the  land,  as 
Shems-ud-din  sat  before  the  house  of  Zeyd's 
wife's  relation,  beneath  a  tree  which  grew  there, 
concluding  a  letter  to  his  son  Abd-ur- Rahman. 
The  quality  of  the  light  obliged  him  to  hold  his 
face  close  to  the  reed  as  it  ran.  All  who  dwelt 
in  that  place,  squatting  round  upon  the  stones, 
watched  him  with  awe  and  wonderment. 

"i\fter  inquiry  concerning  thy  dear  health," 
— so  ran  the  screed — "  I  set  forth  to  thee  that, 
thy  sister,  the  little  Alia,  having  been  ill  a  long 
while,  and  all  which  medical  science  both  local 
and  illustrious  could  do  having  proved  vain,  it 
occurred  to  me,  by  the  permission  of  Allah,  and 
seemed  no  sin,  that  I  should  bring  her,  thy 
sister  aforesaid,  to  the  city  El  Cuds,  where, 
according  to  one  who  spoke  with  me  of  this 
matter,  there  are  found  foreign  physicians  of  a 
science  transcending  that  of  the  physicians  of 
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our  own  nation  ;  whither  therefore  I  bring  her, 
having  journeyed  thus  far  by  the  grace  of 
Allah,  and  intending  to  abide  here  this  night 
in  the  village  below-mentioned  in  the  house  of 
a  friend  of  one  of  my  companions,  a  good,  kind 
man,  may  Allah  bless  him ! 

"  And  moreover  I  inform  thee  that  all  is  so 
far  well  with  me,  by  the  mercy  of  Allah,  thy 
sister  yet  alive,  though  weak  and  worn  to  the 
shadow  of  her  thou  bearest  in  mind  ;  but  that 
hearing  of  the  city  that  it  is  full  to  overflowing 
of  Nazarenes  thronging  to  their  feast  of  the 
Resurrection,  I  think  well  to  send  thee  before- 
hand this  word  of  our  coming,  that  thou  mayest 
seek  out  a  place  where  I  and  my  companions 
of  the  road,  to  the  number  of  twenty  men,  may 
lodge  while  we  remain  in  the  city,  a  long  time 
or  a  short,  as  Allah  wills  it ;  and  to  express  my 
eager  hope  that  thou  wilt  meet  us  in  the  gate 
to-morrow  early  to  inform  us  where  the  Frank 
physician  dwells. 

"  Know  further  that  Hassan,  our  old  friend, 
is  with  me,  and  many  also  of  his  people,  and 
Shibli,  my  pupil  and  thine  ancient  playfellow, 
who  all  for  compassion  bear  me  company  ;  that 
these  all  salute  thee  with  every  blessing,  and 
that  I,  thy  father,  yearn  exceedingly  to  embrace 
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thee  once  again,  and  may  Allah  preserve  thee 
ever!" 

This  letter,  a  marvel  of  fine  penmanship, 
though  written  upon  his  lap  in  the  failing  light, 
he  delivered  to  one  of  the  Circassians  standing 
ready  beside  his  horse.  The  villagers,  who  had 
squatted  silent  throughout  the  writing,  crowded 
now  around  the  recipient,  craving  leave  but  to 
glance  at  the  superscription.  "  Ma  sh'  Allah  !  " 
they  exclaimed,  when  it  was  shown  to  them. 
The  messenger,  proud  of  his  sudden  conse- 
quence, proceeded  to  read  aloud  for  their 
delectation : 

"  *  To  the  most  illustrious,  the  most  glorious, 
the  most  renowned,  the  most  honoured  Excel- 
lency Abd-ur- Rahman  Bek,  the  most  respect- 
able, may  Allah  preserve  him  ever ! '  So  it  is 
written,  O  my  uncles ! " 

And  those  simple  ones  heard  with  rapture, 
heads  bowed  as  at  a  blessing. 

Then  the  messenger  sprang  into  the  saddle, 
and,  under  guidance  of  a  bare-legged  youth, 
rode  off  with  a  clatter  up  the  stony  path 
between  the  houses,  out  by  olive-groves  to  the 
open  hill  whose  brow  cut  sharp  upon  the  last 
of  sunset. 

When  the  messenger  returned,  it  was  the 
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third  hour  of  night.  Shems-ud-dln  sat  in  the 
guest-room  of  the  village,  observed  and  ques- 
tioned untiringly  by  the  group  of  elders.  A 
throng  of  women,  children,  and  the  younger 
men  pressed  to  the  open  door,  craning  their 
necks  to  peer  within.  All  those  bearded  faces 
lighted  from  below  by  a  saucer-lamp  upon  the 
floor  in  their  midst,  backed  by  gigantic  shadows, 
seemed  to  tower  upwards  indefinitely.  The 
messenger  bowed  low  on  entering,  his  hand  on 
his  breast. 

Shems-ud-din  bent  forward  eagerly.  "  The 
answer,  O  my  son !  Give  me  the  answer.  I 
praise  Allah  for  thy  safe  return." 

"  There  is  no  answer,  O  my  lord/'  replied 
the  messenger,  wearily.  "  On  arrival  in  the 
city  I  rode  at  once  to  the  tower  where  the 
soldiers  lodge.  There  I  made  inquiry  of  one 
who  stood  guard,  and  he  said,  '  O  my  uncle, 
his  Excellency  the  Bek  was  within  here  a 
while  since,  but  whether  he  be  still  here  or  be 
gone  to  his  own  place,  enter  thou  and  discover, 
for  I  cannot  certify  thee.'  So  I  gave  my 
horse  to  the  boy,  my  companion,  to  hold — a 
good  boy  and  a  useful ;  his  father  is  blest  in 
him — and  entered  in  at  the  gate,  questioning 
all  I  met.  At  last  came  one  who  assured  me 
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that  the  Bek  was  gone  to  his  dwelling  in  the 
city,  and  described  the  house  to  me  and  named 
the  quarter  and  street  in  which  it  stood.  So  I 
went  back  again  to  my  horse  and  repeated  the 
description  of  the  house  and  its  whereabouts  to 
the  boy,  my  companion,  who  led  me  by  night- 
ways  full  of  snarling  dogs  till  we  came  to  the 
house. 

"  From  within  came  sounds  of  feasting  with 
song  and  the  voice  of  the  lute.  I  knocked 
upon  the  gate  till  there  looked  forth  an  old 
man,  to  whom  I  showed  the  letter  and  its 
superscription.  He  went  from  me,  and  came 
again  and  told  me,  saying — 

" '  His  Honour  the  Bek  makes  merry  with 
his  friends.  He  will  not  be  disturbed.  Deign 
to  confide  the  letter  to  me,  and  I  will  give  it 
to  him  in  the  morning  when  he  will  hear  my 
voice/ 

"  So,  seeing  that  the  man  was  old  and  of  a 
kind  countenance,  I  thought  good  to  give  him 
the  letter. 

"  Then,  as  I  came  out  from  the  city,  the 
boy  leading  me — for  alone  I  had  been  as  a 
blind  bird  in  a  net — two  soldiers  at  the  gate 
would  have  stopped  me,  asking  my  business, 
and  for  what  cause  I  rode  forth  armed.  But 
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the  boy  slipped  past  them,  and  cried  to  me, 
and  when  they  turned  to  see  who  cried  with- 
out, I  put  spurs  to  my  horse  and  galloped  by, 
upsetting  one  of  them. 

"  The  tale  is  finished,  O  my  master." 

"Good,  I  thank  thee,"  said  Shems-ud-din, 
with  dignity.  But  his  soul  kept  murmuring, 
"  No  answer !  He  sent  no  answer ! "  And 
its  voice  was  as  the  sea  for  sadness. 

Hassan,  to  cheer  him,  cried,  "  Be  not  down- 
cast, O  light  of  my  eyes !  Thy  son  is  young, 
and  the  way  of  youth  to  discretion  winds 
through  feasting  and  carelessness.  To-morrow, 
when  he  reads  thy  letter  with  a  clear  mind,  he 
will  hasten  with  joy  to  meet  thee.  Remember 
the  days  that  are  gone,  when  thou  also  wast 
light  of  heart." 

And  all  they  that  sat  with  them  in  the  room 
joined  with  Hassan,  saying — 

"Thy  worthy  friend  speaks  truth.  The 
ways  of  youth  are  not  as  our  ways.  The 
wisdom  of  youth  is  a  bird  with  no  nest.  Take 
comfort,  O  sheykh !  Be  assured  there  is 
nothing  wrong." 

But  Shems-ud-din  derived  no  comfort  from 
their  sagacity. 


VII 


NEXT  morning,  before  the  start,  Shems- 
ud-din  offered  money  to  the  lord  of  the 
house ;  but  the  old  fellah  thrust  back  his  hand. 

"  Is  the  honour  nothing  in  thy  sight  ?  Give 
a  little  to  my  neighbours  on  account  of  thy 
companions,  and  my  peace  with  thee." 

Shouts  of  good-will  went  after  the  departing 
guests.  Shems-ud-dln's  heart  was  lighter  than 
on  the  night  before.  He  neared  his  journey's 
end  ;  Alia  seemed  no  worse ;  and  the  short- 
comings of  Abd-ur- Rahman  appeared  excusable 
by  daylight. 

Suddenly,  from  a  hilltop,  they  beheld  the 
city.  Contained  in  shadowy  walls,  its  roofs 
clean  burnished  by  the  morning  sun,  it  was  a 
sight  to  catch  the  breath.  The  Dome  of  the 
Rock,  three  parts  shadowed,  bloomed  aloof  in 
its  noble  precinct.  Here  and  there  amid  the 
throng  of  buildings,  some  little  polished  surface 
caught  the  light  and  flashed,  a  diamond.  The 
whole  seemed  the  masterpiece  of  some  worker 
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in  silver  or  ivory,  rather  than  an  old  city  built 
at  divers  times  by  men  unknown  to  one 
another. 

Of  tacit  accord  the  cavalcade  had  halted  to 
admire,  when  a  hubbub  arose  among  the  Cir- 
cassians. Two  dead  fowls  had  been  discovered 
beneath  the  cloak  of  Neslb — fowls  stolen  from 
the  village  they  had  just  left.  Loud  were  the 
cries  of  shame.  Hassan  struck  the  thief  on  the 
head  with  the  butt  of  his  carbine,  stunning  the 
wretch,  who  would  have  fallen  had  not  a  loving 
comrade  sustained  him.  He  took  the  birds  and 
gave  them  to  one  more  trustworthy  with  orders 
to  return  to  the  village  and  pay  the  price  of 
them. 

"Oh,  the  sin!  Oh,  the  shame  of  it!" 
groaned  Shems-ud-din. 

But  Hassan,  chancing  to  overhear,  objected, 
saying — 

"  Be  not  too  sad,  O  my  soul !  Nesib  is  a 
thief  even  as  thou  art  a  saint.  It  is  Allah's 
will  upon  him.  He  has  stolen  slippers  from 
the  gate  of  a  mosque.  And  he  has  his  uses. 
Not  for  nothing  do  I  admit  an  Arab  in  my 
troop.  There  are  but  two  of  them  now  among 
us,  Nesib  and  one  Ali,  the  friend  of  Nesib. 
Nesib  would  not  join  without  Ali,  and  Nesib  is 
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so  useful  that  we  accepted  Ali,  who  serves  no 
purpose  on  earth,  but  only  hangs  upon  Nesib. 
Ah,  our  Thief  is  clever !  He  would  steal  the 
food  out  of  your  mouth,  and  your  belly  none 
the  wiser." 

Shems-ud-din  smiled  at  the  description  ; 
and  their  talk  continued  in  a  pleasant  strain 
till,  having  crossed  a  dry  torrent-bed  in  the 
wady,  they  began  to  ascend. 

They  had  lost  sight  of  the  city  all  save  the 
walls,  which  ran  along  the  top  of  the  rocks 
above  them.  Shems-ud-dm's  face  fell  sad  once 
more,  as  he  mused  upon  the  mystery  of  fate, 
and  the  uncertainty  of  what  awaited  him  up 
there  within. 

Lepers  and  other  beggars,  seated  beside  the 
broad,  made  road,  howled  to  them  for  alms. 
Men  with  donkeys  and  mules  and  camels 
passed  up  and  down  before  them.  The  toll  of 
a  mighty  bell  echoed  among  the  stony  hills — 
the  bell  of  the  Resurrection,  explained  Zeyd 
ebn  Abbds,  calling  the  Nazarenes  to  prayer. 
Everything  announced  their  approach  to  a 
great  city  such  as  few  of  them  had  seen  in  all 
their  lives.  Shibli's  excitement  knew  no  bounds. 
He  kept  galloping  on  in  front  and  returning 
to  tell  what  he  had  seen,  asking  answerless 
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questions,    laughing    and    shouting    like    one 
possessed. 

"  Stop !  Stop,  I  say  !  Are  you  deaf,  all  of 
you  ?  What  do  you,  wearing  arms,  so  great  a 
company  ?  Show  your  teskerehs  before  I  let 
you  pass." 

A  soldier  stood  out  before  them  in  the  gate 
of  the  city,  while  two  more  issued  yawning 
from  the  guard-house. 

Shems-ud-din  proffered  his  teskereh,  but  the 
sentry  scouted  it. 

"That  allows  you  to  travel ;  good.  By  what 
authority  do  you  travel  armed  like  soldiers  ?  " 

"  Look  hither.  Canst  read  ? "  said  Hassan, 
loftily ;  and  he  held  out  a  copy  of  that  old 
firman  naming  him  Guardian  of  the  Frontier, 
which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  carrying  about  to 
confute  the  sceptical. 

"What  is  this?" 

"  Canst  thou  not  see  ?  It  bears  the  Tughra, 
the  handmark  of  Power.'* 

"  Is  it  some  antique  ?  " 

"  Dog !  Dost  scoff  at  the  hand  of  the 
Padishah  ?  Let  pass,  or  thy  punishment  shall 
be  horrible.  Know  that  we  have  with  us  a 
greater  man  than  thou  ever  sawest  in  all  thy 
life  of  sin " 
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"  Is  it  this  man  ? "  broke  in  the  soldier, 
impudently,  pointing  with  his  finger  at  Zeyd, 
the  son  of  Abbas,  who,  on  his  miserable  donkey, 
in  his  ragged  clothing,  cut  the  sorriest  figure 
imaginable. 

"  Pig !  "  snarled  Hassan.  "  I  will  ride  thee 
down  ! " 

"  Have  the  kindness  only,  and  thy  punish- 
ment is  sure.  Once  in  there,  thou  and  thy 
friends  are  caught  in  a  box." 

"  Deign  but  to  listen.  Knowest  thou  one 
Abd-ur- Rahman  Bek,  a  yezbashi  of  the  garri- 
son ?  " 

"  Of  course.     What  is  that  to  thee  ? " 

"  I  will  tell  thee.  This  holy  sheykh  beside 
me  is  his  father.  Now  let  pass." 

"  Gently,  gently,  O  my  uncle.  That  is 
good,  what  thou  sayest — excellent — I  ask  no 
better.  Only — I  do  not  believe  it.  He  of 
whom  thou  speakest  is  a  great  one.  Every- 
thing is  known  about  him ;  yet  I  never  heard 
that  he  owned  a  father  living,  much  less  do  I 
look  to  see  his  father  riding  up  from  nowhere 
in  the  midst  of  a  crew  of  rascals  without  proper 
teskerehs Ma  sh'  Allah !  " 

The  final  exclamation  was  uttered  in  a 
frightened  whisper.  The  speaker  stood  back 
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hastily  with  his  comrades,  sprang  to  attention, 
and  presented  arms. 

The  road  described  a  right  angle  under  the 
gateway,  so  that  no  one  standing  without  could 
see  through  into  the  street.  The  guard  had 
stood  for  some  seconds  rigid,  nosing  their  rifles, 
ere  he  whom  they  thus  honoured  could  be  seen 
of  Shems-ud-din.  Even  then,  in  the  young 
officer  advancing  towards  him,  one  white-gloved 
hand  on  his  sword-hilt,  not  running  nor  mani- 
festing the  slightest  emotion,  he  was  slow  to 
recognize  his  only  son. 

Abd-ur- Rahman  came  to  his  father's  stirrup 
and  kissed  his  hand  with  the  same  formality 
which  had  marked  his  approach.  He  mur- 
mured— 

"Welcome,  and  twice  welcome,  O  my 
father!" 

At  sound  of  his  voice  a  cry  went  up  from 
within  the  litter  close  at  hand ;  but  Abd-ur- 
Rahman  seemed  not  to  hear  it. 

"  Thou  didst  receive  my  letter,"  said  Shems- 
un-din,  as  they  passed  in  beneath  the  massive 
gateway. 

Abd-ur- Rahman,  still  at  his  stirrup,  an- 
swered— 

"  In  this  hour  I  received  it.    It  should  have 
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been  delivered  to  me  last  night,  but  for  the 
obtuseness  of  the  door-keeper  at  the  house 
where  I  dwell.  As  to  thy  question  concerning 
Frank  physicians,  I  know  nothing  of  the 
matter.  I  inquired  on  my  way  hither,  and 
have  learnt  that  there  exists  a  hospital  kept  by 
one  of  them.  Thou  wilt  find  its  direction 
written  on  this  paper,  as  also  that  of  a  khan 
where  thou  mayst  find  room  enough.  What 
was  told  thee  regarding  the  present  fulness  of 
the  city  concerns  not  the  Muslim  quarter.  I 
hope  that  my  sister  will  be  soon  healed,  and 
that  thou  wilt  be  blest  in  thy  stay  here.  Now, 
with  permission,  I  must  leave  thee.  I  will  seek 
thee  after  noon  at  the  khan." 

"  Allah  be  with  you  now  and  always,  O  my 
son ! " 

As  he  watched  Abd-ur- Rahman  stride  off 
down  a  side-street  of  many  arches,  Shems-ud- 
dm  wondered  what  it  was  that  so  oppressed  his 
soul. 


VIII 

BENEATH  an  arched  doorway  opening  on 
a  tunnelled  way  where  lurked  so  deep  a 
shadow  that,  on  emerging  thence,  the  fall  of 
sunlight  hurt  men's  eyes,  sat  a  fat  old  man, 
greasy  and  no  little  dirty,  making  his  frugal 
breakfast  of  bread  and  olives.  Behind  him, 
through  the  doorway,  basked  a  little  court 
in  sunlight. 

His  was  the  quietest,  coolest  seat  in  all 
El  Ctids,  he  was  used  to  boast.  Great,  there- 
fore, was  his  consternation  when,  suddenly 
deafened  with  the  clatter  of  many  hoofs,  he 
saw  his  tunnel  invaded  by  a  file  of  armed 
horsemen  so  numerous  that,  peeping  forth,  he 
could  not  see  the  end  of  them.  At  first,  being 
an  infidel,  he  supposed  them  sent  by  Govern- 
ment to  raid  the  hospital  and  slay  every 
sufferer.  But  a  further  glance  convinced  him 
that  no  such  mercy  was  contemplated.  He 
perceived  a  close  litter  borne  between  two 
mules.  The  contrivance  had  entered  the 
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tunnel;  it  remained  to  be  seen  if  it  would 
ever  get  out  again.  One  called — 

"Hi,  O  old  man!  Is  this  the  Prankish 
hospital  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  hospital,  that  is  sure.  And  it  is 
Prankish  in  the  sense  that  it  is  maintained  by 
certain  Franks  having  more  money  than  wits." 

"There  is  with  us  a  maiden,  very  ill.  We 
have  come  from  far  that  she  may  be  healed 
by  the  Frank  physician.  Her  nurse  is  with 
her  in  the  litter.  Let  them  in,  we  beseech 
thee,  to  the  presence  of  thy  lord.  We  bring 
gifts,  and  the  father  of  the  girl,  that  sheykh 
behind  there,  is  very  rich.  It  will  be  worth 
much  to  thy  lord  if  he  can  heal  her." 

"Are  you  Jews?" 

"Allah  forbid!" 

"  Is  the  sufferer  of  that  race  ? " 

"  Allah  forbid  !  Why  askest  thou  ?  Why 
lookest  thou  so  strangely  ?  Art  thou,  per- 
chance, thyself  of  the  dregs  of  mankind  ?  " 

"  What  matter  for  me  ?  I  am  but  the 
doorkeeper.  But  all  those  who  pass  within 
to  be  healed  or  die,  as  Allah  wills,  must  be 
Jews  and  Jews  only.  It  is  the  law  of  the 
English  to  whom  this  house  belongs." 

"Ma   sh'    Allah!      Knowest   thou,    O   old 
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man,  that  this  hospital  of  thine  is  a  place 
unclean,  a  place  of  sin,  no  better  than  a  lair 
of  filthy  swine  ?  " 

"  I  know  nothing.  I  am  the  doorkeeper. 
They  pay  me  monthly  wages,  and  my  task  is 
light.  I  say  they  are  good  people.  They  can 
do  what  they  please,  for  me.  ...  It  is  plain 
you  are  from  the  country,  or  you  would  not  be 
surprised  and  angry  at  such  little  things." 

And  he  smiled  the  superior  smile  of  the 
townsman. 

"The  physician!  Ask  concerning  the 
physician.  I  would  speak  to  him  without 
delay/'  called  Shems-ud-dln,  pushing  his  way 
on  foot  to  the  front. 

"  He  will  tell  you  the  same  which  I  tell 
you — only  Jews  enter  here.  .  .  .  But  as  for 
a  physician — ah,  I  assure  you — he  is  a 
physician — none  like  him  under  heaven!  By 
Allah,  one  touch  of  him  cures  any  disease  less 
malignant  than  death  itself!  Go  to  his  house, 
I  advise  you ;  it  is  not  far  from  here.  It  is 
likely  he  will  show  mercy  to  you,  for  he  is  a 
kind  young  man.  Come,  I  will  teach  you  the 
way  thither.  I  am  the  doorkeeper,  and  cannot 
quit  my  post.  But  perhaps  I  can  find  one  to 
guide  your  honours.  .  .  .  O  black  man,  thoti 
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canst  never  turn  those  mules  in  the  alley  there. 
Lead  through  into  the  court  where  there  is 
room  enough.  There  they  can  turn  at  ease, 
and  the  poor,  sick  lady — may  Allah  heal  her ! 
— shall  not  be  inconvenienced.  Take  care 
now !  Oah !  Heed  this  little  step. " 

In  a  trice  the  old  doorkeeper  had  become 
all  politeness,  espying  a  silver  coin  in  the  hand 
of  Shems-ud-din. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  procession  stopped 
once  more  before  a  door,  that  looked  lonely  in 
a  place  of  high  blind  walls.  By  that  time  it 
was  accompanied  by  a  crowd  of  bare-limbed 
urchins,  beggars  and  other  idle  ones.  Zeyd 
the  son  of  Abbas,  as  riding  upon  an  ass  in  the 
midst  of  horsemen,  and  conspicuous  for  the 
wretchedness  of  his  apparel,  excited  particular 
admiration  in  these  adherents.  When  he  got 
down  off  his  steed  and  went  to  help  Mas 
unharness  the  mules  from  the  litter,  they 
thronged  about  the  despondent  animal,  touched 
and  examined  it  closely,  as  it  had  been  of 
gold. 

"  Do  you  covet  him,  O  sons  of  two  walls  ?  " 
called  Hassan,  with  his  mighty  laugh.  "  His 
beauty  is  for  sale,  but  the  price  is  a  high  one. 
Be  careful  not  to  steal  him." 
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Whereat  a  grin  illumined  those  dirty  faces, 
and  rows  of  white  teeth  gleamed  forth.  One 
of  the  Circassians  hammered  loud  upon  the 
door  till  an  old  negro  looked  out  in  dismay 
upon  their  multitude. 

"  Is  the  physician  within  ?  Here  is  a  girl 
near  to  death.  We  have  come  from  afar, 
bringing  gifts,  that  the  Frank  may  heal  her." 

"Certainly,  he  is  within.  Wait  a  little 
while,  till  I  inform  him  of  your  desire." 

The  negro  shut  the  door,  but  reopened  it 
presently  announcing  his  master's  pleasure  to 
receive  them. 

"  But  not  all  of  you,"  was  subjoined  with  a 
grin.  "  It  is  a  house  not  a  city.  Let  those 
concerned  enter,  while  the  rest  abide  by  the 
beasts." 

"O  happy  day!'*  shouted  Hassan.  "An 
English  physician  is  the  best  of  physicians. 
One  in  Kars  preserved  the  life  of  thousands. 
Importune  him,  pursue  him,  flatter  him;  give 
him  no  peace  till  he  hear  thee;  so  shall  the 
girl  have  life  instead  of  death." 

Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas,  Mas,  and  two  of  the 
Circassians  bore  in  the  litter,  taking  each  a 
pole.  Through  a  dim  corridor  with  closed 
doors  on  either  hand  they  passed  to  an  open 
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yard,  where,  by  direction  of  the  black  door- 
keeper, they  set  down  their  burden  in  the 
sunshine.  The  pavement  of  this  yard,  like 
the  walls  and  floor  of  the  entrance-passage, 
was  so  scrupulously  clean  as  to  seem  of  white 
marble,  striking  awe  into  the  visitors.  Shems- 
ud-din  kept  close  by  the  palanquin.  A  third 
Circassian  followed,  both  arms  laden  with  the 
sheaf  of  gifts.  Hassan,  misliking  the  looks  of 
the  townbred  rabble,  stayed  without  beside  the 
horses,  to  keep  order ;  and  Shibli,  for  reasons 
of  his  own,  stayed  with  him  though  invited  by 
Shems-ud-din  to  enter. 

The  litter  deposited  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
house,  the  three  Circassians  proceeded,  with 
the  help  of  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas,  to  spread  out  the 
presents  upon  the  flags  so  as  to  be  seen  to 
advantage.  They  were  in  this  occupation 
when  a  Frank  emerged  from  a  room  above 
them  and  came  slowly  down  a  flight  of  steps 
into  the  court.  He  was  young  and  of  a  smiling 
countenance,  very  red,  after  the  manner  of  his 
kind  when  sunburnt.  His  eyes  were  screwed 
up  against  the  strong  light. 

A  shout  of  praise  greeted  his  appearance. 
All  heads  were  bowed.  Shems-ud-din  ran  to 
the  foot  of  the  stone  flight  with  design  to  kiss 
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his  hand.  But  the  Frank  resisted.  He  repaid 
their  salutations  fluently,  and  for  the  rest  spoke 
in  a  childish  kind  of  Arabic,  easy  to  compre- 
hend. He  asked  to  know  in  what  manner  he 
could  serve  them. 

Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  and  the  three  Circassians 
raised  hands  and  eyes  towards  the  great  blue 
sky,  implying  that  the  gravity  of  the  matter 
passed  human  explanation,  and  required  Allah 
fitly  to  describe.  Mas,  whose  custom  was  to 
mind  his  own  business,  employed  himself 
tranquilly  in  smoothing  down  the  curtains  of 
the  palanquin.  Shems-ud-din  bowed  low 
before  the  stranger. 

"  Know,  O  renowned  hakim,  that  my 
daughter,  who  is  here  with  us,  lies  sick  unto 
death.  And  it  was  told  me  in  the  place  where 
I  dwell  how  thou  canst  heal  where  all  others 
despair  of  healing.  Wherefore  I  journeyed  hither 
under  escort  of  these  kind  companions,  bringing 
the  girl  my  daughter,  and  certain  gifts  for  thy 
acceptance,  and  also  a  sum  of  money  that  per- 
adventure  thou  mightst  take  pity  on  my 
daughter  and  condescend  to  employ  thy  skill 
upon  her.  O  my  son,  hear  the  prayer  of  an 
old  man  whose  heart  is  sad,  and  I  will  requite 
thee  to  the  utmost  of  my  means,  and  Allah, 
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who  is  more  than  all  of  us,  will  give  to  thee  at 
the  Last  Day." 

"  Where  is  the  girl  ?  "  asked  the  Frank ; 
and  the  abruptness  with  which  he  put  the 
question,  deigning  no  preliminary  compliment, 
caused  the  bystanders  to  say  among  them- 
selves— 

"  See  how  rude  he  is  !  He  must  be  con- 
scious of  very  great  ability  to  be  thus  short 
with  the  revered  Shems-ud-din." 

The  physician  stooped  beside  the  litter. 

"  O  girl,  give  me  thy  hand,"  he  said ; 
causing  Zeyd  and  the  Circassians  to  exclaim 
the  more,  saying — 

"  Surely  he  is  a  very  great  physician." 

"  Let  see  thy  face." 

At  that  Alia  uttered  a  faint  scream,  and  a 
growl  of  disapproval  came  from  the  four 
critics. 

But  Shems-ud-din  said  simply,  "  Let  it  be. 
She  is  not  yet  a  woman  complete,  and  Allah 
knows  her  face  at  present  is  not  such  as  to 
excite  desire.  Be  not  afraid,  O  my  dear,"  he 
added,  in  a  soothing  tone  to  the  sufferer.  "  For 
thy  health's  sake,  this  sacrifice  is  required  of 
thee." 

One  glance  at  the  unveiled  brow  sufficed 
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the  foreigner.  He  rose  again  quickly  and 
turning  to  the  sheykh,  shrugged  his  shoulders 
with  an  upward  look. 

"  How  far  have  you  carried  her  in  this 
manner  ? " 

"  Four  days  or  five,  O  khawajah." 

For  comment  the  Frank  gave  another 
shrug.  His  face  was  troubled.  The  stare  of 
so  many  eager  eyes  appeared  to  irk  him. 

"She  is  very  near  to  death,"  he  said  at 
length,  half  to  himself.  "  Allah  alone  can  cure 
her  now.'1 

Whereupon  the  listeners  whispered,  "  He 
knows  his  trade,  this  heathen  !  He  makes  her 
case  out  the  worst  possible,  in  order  that  his 
skill  in  curing  her  may  appear  the  more  con- 
siderable. Yet  is  he  not  totally  without  religion, 
for  he  ascribes  the  chief  power  to  Allah." 

"  O  sheykh,"  pursued  the  Frank,  when  he 
had  withdrawn  beyond  earshot  of  the  occupants 
of  the  litter,  "  what  can  I  do  ?  Am  I  God 
that  thou  bringest  to  me  a  dying  girl,  and 
sayest,  'Heal  her'?" 

Then  Shems-ud-din  adjured  him  by  the 
love  of  Allah,  by  all  things  sacred,  to  have 
mercy  upon  Alia,  and  not  to  turn  away  his  face 
from  affliction.  He  said — 
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"  If  thou  refusest,  unto  whom,  under  Allah, 
can  I  look  for  succour  ?  We  can  but  return 
whence  we  came,  and  my  girl  will  die  miser- 
ably by  the  roadside,  for  her  strength  fails 
her." 

"That  is  likely,"  the  physician  was  forced 
to  admit ;  and  the  thought  seemed  to  pain  him. 
He  frowned  and  put  a  hand  to  his  forehead, 
brushing  up  his  hair  beneath  the  extraordinary 
form  of  head-dress  it  pleased  him  to  exhibit. 
"  I  cannot  receive  her  in  my  hospital.  It  is 
against  the  rule,  and  I  am  but  a  servant  there. 
But  there  is  another  hospital.  Go  thither." 

Now  it  was  the  strength  or  infirmity  of 
Zeyd  ebn  Abbas,  when  a  spectator,  to  throw 
himself  into  any  business  with  a  zeal  and 
enthusiasm  surpassing  that  of  the  transactors. 
To  him,  an  excited  listener,  this  curt  recom- 
mendation of  another  hospital  seemed  the 
last  word  of  arrogance.  Feeling  the  call  for 
a  supreme  effort  at  persuasion,  he  snatched 
up  at  haphazard  certain  of  the  gifts  which 
strewed  the  pavement,  and  ran  and  laid  them 
at  the  proud  one's  feet,  with  such  earnestness 
that  an  earthen  pot,  which  was  among  them, 
cracked  upon  the  stones,  releasing  a  sticky 
greenish  fluid. 
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"  O  pig!  O  clumsy  one!  Woe  is  me! 
Thou  hast  spilt  all  my  honey.  May  Allah 
destroy  thy  house!"  roared  one  of  the  Cir- 
cassians, whose  present  it  was. 

Then  the  Frank  was  seen  to  smile.  O 
triumph  !  The  Circassians,  foremost  he  whose 
gift  was  spoilt,  laughed  loud  for  joy  of  the 
victory.  The  Frank  smiled  ;  his  pride  relented  ; 
the  day  was  won.  To  the  donor  of  that  honey 
belonged  the  glory. 

It  seemed  scarce  necessary  that  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-din  should  continue  pleading,  demon- 
strating— 

"  What  know  I,  O  hakim,  of  another 
hospital  ?  Is  it  not  enough  for  us,  who  are 
honourable  men,  to  be  spurned  from  the  gate 
of  one  ?  Who  knows  that  at  the  other  they 
will  receive  the  girl,  my  daughter  ?  The  one 
is  for  Jews  only.  It  is  likely  the  other  will  be 
found  to  be  for  Nazarenes  only.  Thou  art  a 
great  physician,  and  thy  face  is  kind.  Ah, 
send  us  not  away !  Condescend  to  treat  my 
child.  If  she  dies,  it  is  from  Allah.  Do 
thou  but  what  is  in  thy  power  to  do,  and 
my  blessing  on  thee.  I  will  pay  all  thou 
askest." 

Once  more  the  thoughts  of  the  Frank  were 
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seen  to  trouble  him.  He  would  not  meet  the 
piteous  gaze  of  Shems-ud-din,  from  whose  eyes 
the  tears  were  now  streaming. 

"  Have  you  a  room  ?  "  he  asked — "  a  clean 
room — very  clean — one  to  which  air  comes 
freely,  where  I  could  visit  her  daily,  and  do 
what  I  can  for  her  ?  " 

"  Merciful  Allah  !  O  my  son,  have  I  not 
said  that  we  are  strangers  in  this  city  ?  And  a 
room  on  this  pattern  were  hard  to  find.  We 
purpose  to  lodge  at  a  khan  beside  the  Holy 
Enclosure." 

"  A  khan  !  It  must  not  be  ! "  cried  the 
physician,  with  more  of  vehemence  than  he  had 
hitherto  used.  "  Rather  let  her  remain  with 
the  other  woman  here  in  my  house.  And  do 
thou,  O  sheykh,  remain  here  likewise.  As  for 
the  others,  thy  companions,  let  them  go  to  the 
khan." 

"  Now  may  Allah  requite  thee,  O  lord  of 
all  kindness  ! "  Shems-ud-din  raised  his  tear- 
stained  face  to  heaven  in  thanksgiving. 
"  What  man  of  my  own  faith  and  nation  had 
done  as  much  for  me  !  May  Allah  bless  thee, 
exceedingly,  and  incline  thy  mind  to  receive 
the  truth  !  Thou  hast  eased  me  of  the  heaviest 
of  burdens,  for  in  sooth  I  was  at  my  wit's  end. 
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For  myself,  I  thank  thee ;  I  will  but  stay  to 
see  my  beloved  at  rest  ere  repairing  to  the 
khan.  Let  there  be  no  offence,  I  entreat  thee. 
I  am  an  old  man,  O  my  son,  and  my  habits  are 
a  tree  above  me  ;  I  sit  in  the  shade  thereof. 
Moreover,  I  am  a  Muslim,  and  thou,  O  my 
son,  art  a  Nazarene.  That  which  seems  clean 
to  thee,  to  me  is  abomination ;  and  much  that 
I  hold  sacred  seems  dirt  to  thy  mind.  Let 
me  have  but  free  access  to  my  dear,  and 
may  Allah  increase  thy  wealth  !  Only,  I 
adjure  thee,  tempt  her  not  to  sin  with  un- 
clean food,  and  observe  all  decency  in  regard 
to  her." 

"  My  doorkeeper  is  a  Muslim.  He  shall 
cook  for  her,  if  there  be  any  need  of 
cooking,  which  I  think  not  likely.  And  the 
woman  with  her  will  doubtless  instruct  me 
when  I  approach  her,  lest  I  offend  un- 
knowingly." 

"  May  Allah  reward  thee  !  " 

It  took  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  time  to  realize 
that  the  excitement  was  over.  When  he  did 
at  length  grasp  the  fact,  and  his  mouth  shut 
from  gaping,  he  did  not  retire  with  the  Circas- 
sians. These  walked  backwards  to  the  entry, 
shouting  blessings  on  the  lord  of  healing  ;  but 
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Zeyd  ran  and  kissed  the  hem  of  Shems-ud-din's 
robe. 

"O  my  master,"  he  besought,  "  let  me  stay 
by  thee,  and  go  when  thou  goest.  Apart  from 
thee  I  walk  in  darkness,  I  am  lost.  Thy  com- 
panions make  a  mock  of  me." 

"  But  what  of  thy  donkey  ?  " 

"  Let  it  go.  Perhaps  they  will  take  it  to 
the  khan  with  the  rest.  I  care  not  greatly 
though  I  lose  it,  for  it  is  borrowed.'' 

To  repay  the  favour  shown  to  him,  Zeyd 
made  himself  useful.  He  helped  the  servants 
of  the  house  prepare  a  chamber  on  the  upper 
floor,  and,  when  that  was  ready,  lent  a  hand  to 
Mas  and  the  other  negro  in  carrying  the  litter 
up  thither.  Though  cumbrous  it  was  no  longer 
heavy,  being  eased  of  the  weight  of  Fatmeh, 
who  now  walked  beside. 

Shems-ud-din,  alone  with  Fatmeh,  lifted 
Alia  out  on  the  raised  Frankish  bed  prepared 
for  her.  The  physician  had  long  since  gone 
forth  upon  the  business  of  his  calling.  As  she 
sank  among  the  white,  soft  cushions,  she  drew 
a  deep  sigh.  A  Nazarene  handmaid  entered 
the  chamber,  bearing  milk  in  a  glass,  which 
she  offered,  saying  the  master  had  ordered  it. 

When  Alia,  upheld  by  her  father,  had  drunk 
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of  it,  she  licked  her  lips  and  fell  back  upon  the 
pillows. 

"Art  content?"  whispered  Shems-ud-din, 
bending  over  her. 

"It  is  rest,"  she  murmured  faintly,  with 
closed  eyes. 


IX 


IT  was  the  third  hour  after  noon  when 
Shems-ud-dln,  by  the  help  of  Zeyd  ebn 
Abbds,  made  his  way  to  the  khan,  whither 
Shibli  and  the  Circassians  had  gone  before. 
Mas  had  begged  permission  to  remain  in  the 
house  of  the  Frank,  having  discovered  in  the 
aged  doorkeeper  a  kindred  spirit  and  com- 
patriot. And  Shems-ud-dln  was  glad  to  leave 
him  within  call  of  Alia. 

At  the  khan  they  found  two  of  the  Cir- 
cassians kicking  their  heels  in  the  dark  entry 
with  the  mien  of  unwilling  idlers.  At  sight 
of  Shems-ud-din  their  faces  brightened.  They 
asked  leave  to  rejoin  their  chief,  who,  with  the 
rest  of  his  men  and  young  Shibli,  was  gone 
forth  to  view  the  city.  They  had  been  left 
behind  only  to  make  report  to  the  sheykh  that 
all  was  well,  and  the  beasts  safely  stabled. 

"  Is  my  donkey  also  safe  ? "  asked   Zeyd, 
with  more  of  curiosity  than  concern. 

They  answered  with  a  grin,  "  Be  sure  of 
K  129 
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it !  The  desire  of  all  eyes  grinds  chaff  in  the 
stable  here  beside  thee." 

There  was  no  one  else  in  the  guest-chamber 
when  Shems-ud-din  and  Zeyd  entered.  The 
former  took  seat  upon  the  diwan  which  ran  all 
round  the  room,  and  the  latter  soon  followed 
his  example,  with  care,  however,  to  leave  a 
space  between  them  for  reverence.  The  place 
got  light  through  the  door  only.  The  silence 
was  unbroken  save  for  the  buzz  of  many  flies, 
spasmodical  movements  on  the  part  of  some 
one  in  another  room,  and  an  occasional  far-off 
neigh  from  the  stable.  The  faintness  and 
seeming  distance  of  sounds  without  testified 
to  the  thickness  of  the  grimed  old  walls. 

Zeyd,  the  son  of  Abbas,  sat  gazing  at  the 
stonework  opposite,  now  and  then  risking  an 
a  we- stricken  glance  at  his  companion's  face, 
which  was  downcast  and  very  sorrowful. 
When  the  lord  of  the  khan  came  bustling  to 
wish  their  honours  a  happy  day,  Zeyd  laid 
finger  to  lip,  and  checked  the  tide  of  civilities. 
The  host  shuffled  off  again,  disappointed  and 
mystified. 

The  hue  of  Shems-ud-din's  thoughts  was 
indeed  very  sombre.  He  sat  in  sackcloth, 
shamefast  before  Allah.  Where  was  his  faith, 


THE   HOUSE   OF    ISLAM       131 

his  resignation  ?  It  had  been  lost  in  his  eager- 
ness to  win  the  heart  of  the  unbeliever  to  pity 
Alia.  And  his  present  hope,  however  faint, 
was  it  not  an  insult  to  Divine  Omnipotence  ? 
His  soul  cried — 

"  O  Lord,  I  am  weak  indeed — weaker  than 
I  was  aware.  Strengthen  me  in  the  faith. 
Make  me  as  ready  to  give  up  as  to  receive. 
Hear  my  cry  out  of  this  shadow,  and  write  not 
my  infirmity  against  me." 

And  Zeyd,  sitting  near  him  by  the  wall, 
and  gazing  furtively  upon  his  face  from  time 
to  time,  thought — 

"  Was  there  ever  such  a  saint  ?  Surely  he 
is  holiest  of  all  men  living !  Surely  angels 
talk  with  him,  and  the  Most  High  leads  him 
by  the  hand.  O  happy  me,  to  sit  unrebuked 
by  the  side  of  such  an  one,  the  companion  of 
his  musing ! " 

They  had  sat  thus  in  silence  a  long  while, 
when  footsteps  rang  without  with  the  noise  of 
something  clanking  along  the  flags.  The  voice 
of  the  host  rose  shrill  in  an  ecstasy  of  saluta- 
tion. The  next  minute  his  burly  form  passed 
the  doorway,  ushering  with  profound  salaams 
a  Turkish  officer  in  full  uniform. 

"His  Excellency  Abd-ur- Rahman  Bek  seeks 
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audience  of  the  illustrious  Sheykh  Shems-ud- 
din,"  he  announced  with  unction,  a  perceptible 
increase  of  respect  in  his  tone. 

In  contrast  with  his  constraint  of  that 
morning,  Abd-ur-Rahman  came  forward  now 
with  outstretched  arms  and  fell  on  his  father's 
neck.  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas  stood  bowing 
awhile  but,  gaining  no  notice  by  his  mute 
obeisance,  went  out  to  gossip  with  the  lord  of 
the  khan.  Abd-ur-Rahman  scowled  after  him. 

"Who  is  that  person,  O  my  father?"  he 
asked  with  fastidious  lips. 

"  It  is  a  good,  poor  man,  a  friend  of  mine, 
who  accompanies  me  for  love  not  gain,  yet 
waits  upon  my  needs  like  a  servant.  I  recom- 
mend him  to  thy  favour,  O  my  son." 

Abd-ur-Rahman  laughed,  between  amuse- 
ment and  vexation. 

"  Thou  wast  ever  addicted  to  strange  friend- 
ships, O  my  father.  Remember  the  begging 
Haj  who  came  years  ago  to  our  house  and 
dwelt  there  many  months  in  thy  love,  laughing 
in  his  beard.  He  persuaded  thee  without  a 
vestige  of  proof  that  he  was  a  Hafiz  and  most 
pious,  while  the  town  without  soon  knew  him 
for  a  drunkard  and  a  cheat,  and  Hassan  Agha 
drove  him  forth  at  the  last.  When  wilt  thou 
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learn  to  distinguish  ?  By  my  head,  I  would  do 
much  to  avoid  being  seen  in  the  company  of 
him  who  has  just  left  us ;  and  lo !  thou  hast 
sworn  brotherhood  with  him." 

Shems-ud-din  shook  his  head  archly.  "  It 
is  plain  to  see,  O  my  dear,  in  what  school  thou 
hast  studied.  I  hear  my  brother's  voice  in 
every  word." 

Abd-ur- Rahman  smiled.  "  That  may  be. 
But  say,  O  my  father,  wilt  thou  not  take  a  little 
thought  for  appearances  ?  Out  there,  in  the 
wilderness,  it  matters  nothing,  for  all  men  know 
thee.  But  here,  in  the  city,  it  is  different. 
Here  men  judge  of  men  with  the  eyes  only ; 
and  when  one  does  anything  uncommon  there 
springs  up  a  talk  about  it,  which  is  not  pleasant. 
It  distressed  me,  at  our  meeting  this  morning, 
to  behold  thee  in  so  outlandish  a  company. 
They  are  good  faithful  men,  and  our  friends, 
that  is  known.  And  perhaps  any  one  of  them, 
seen  separately,  might  pass  unheeded.  But  all 
together.  ...  As  well  cry  aloud  in  the  market ! 
Already  the  tale  of  your  arrival  is  noised 
abroad  ;  and  the  mouth  of  rumour  is  a  dirty 
fountain,  it  adds  something  foul  to  what  it 
utters.  Men  speak  of  thee  as  a  madman,  of 
thy  companions  as  mockers  at  thy  madness. 
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They  say  that  thou  hast  left  thy  daughter,  my 
sister,  in  the  power  of  a  certain  Frank,  a  man 
unmarried  and  but  lately  come  to  the  city,  of 
whom  nothing  is  known.  Surely  that  is  an 
idle  tale,  O  my  father  ? " 

"  It  is  truth,  though  the  wrong  side  thereof. 
Thy  sister  is  not  alone.  Fatmeh  and  Mas  are 
beside  her  in  that  house.  Moreover,  I  have 
gazed  on  the  face  of  the  Frank,  and  found  it  a 
good  face.  They  assure  me  he  is  a  clever 
physician.  It  is  enough." 

"  Verily  thou  hast  a  talent  for  liking  strange 
beasts.  At  the  least,  O  my  father,  go  not 
abroad  with  our  Circassian  friends  in  a  body  as 
you  rode  to-day.  The  tongue  of  the  city 
defames  and  sullies;  and  I,  thy  son,  enjoy 
some  standing  here,  and  a  name  not  un- 
respected." 

"  In  all  which  I  hear  plainly  the  voice  of 
my  brother  Milhem — the  dear  one.  How  is 
his  health  in  these  days  ?  " 

"  He  is  well,  the  praise  to  Allah !  In 
every  one  of  his  letters  he  charges  me 
with  some  fond  message  unto  thee,  O  my 
father." 

"  How  comes  it  that  I  have  received  none 
of  them  ?  Why  hast  thou  not  written  to  me 
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these  many  months  ?  Is  there  any  dearth  of 
travellers  in  our  direction  that  thou  couldst  not 
send  me  word  by  one  of  them  ?  " 

The  young  Bey  hung  his  head,  examining 
the  hilt  of  his  sword  as  though  there  had  been 
something  amiss  with  it.  He  stammered — 

"  Since  I  came  to  this  city,  I  have  been 
very  busy  acquiring  proficiency  in  my  new 
duties.  And  in  the  evening,  when  I  have 
leisure,  I  am  weary ;  and  to  write  unless  by 
daylight  hurts  my  eyes.  I  have  sinned,  O  my 
father." 

"  I  forgive  and  bless  thee.  But,  ah  me ! 
how  like  thou  growest  to  my  brother  Milhem." 
The  sheykh  put  hand  to  forehead  and  indulged 
his  memory  a  little  space.  Then,  turning 
sharply  to  his  son,  "  Thou  hast  not  asked  con- 
cerning the  health  of  Alia." 

"  How  is  her  condition  ? "  said  Abd-ur- 
Rahman,  promptly. 

"  Praise  Allah  for  the  kindness  of  that 
Prankish  doctor.  .  .  .  Thou  wilt  come  to- 
morrow and  visit  her  in  his  house  ?  " 

Abd-ur- Rahman  shook  his  head  and  smiled 
deprecatingly. 

"  That  may  scarcely  be,  O  my  father.  My 
position  in  El  Cuds  is  one  of  some  prominence. 
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I  dare  not  invite  scandal  by  entering  a  house 
of  unbelief;  about  which,  in  connection  with 
thee  and  thy  friends,  there  is  talk  enough 
already.  .  .  .  Tell  me,  O  my  father,  why  dost 
thou  take  so  much  trouble  on  account  of  the 
illness  of  my  sister  ?  Wouldst  thou  have  done 
as  much  for  the  health  of  me,  thy  son  ?  It  is 
said  that  thou  hast  promised  half  thy  fortune  to 
this  Frank.  And  yet  a  man  is  held  of  more 
account  than  a  girl.  They  dub  thee  madman, 
O  my  father.  I  love  not  to  hear  such  insolent 
talk  of  thee." 

"  Thou  canst  always  smite  the  mouth  of  the 
speaker,"  began  Shems  -  ud  -  din,  indignant. 
But  before  he  could  proceed,  heavy  foot- 
steps sounded  in  the  entry,  and  Hassan 
burst  in. 

"  O  my  eyes,  I  have  seen  two  Bedawis  of 
that  same  band  which  we  passed  yesterday 
upon  the  road.  They  were  prowling  near  the 
castle,  entering  into  conversation  with  the 
soldiers.  By  Allah,  I  know  their  business  at 
the  Feast  of  the  Nazarenes.  They  would  steal 
rifles " 

"Ah,  of  a  truth,  would  they?"  said  Abd- 
ur-Rahman,  dryly. 

"  Ha,  is  it  thou,  Abd-ur-Rahman,  O  child 
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of  my  soul  ?  By  Allah,  in  the  dimness  I  mis- 
took thy  form  for  that  of  our  glorious  Zeyd 
ebn  Abbas.  A  mercy  thou  didst  speak.  How 
is  thy  health,  O  beloved  ?  In  sh'  Allah,  it  is 
the  best  possible.  Thou  art  come,  doubtless, 
to  rejoice  with  thy  father.  There  is  no  longer 
any  fear  for  Alia.  She  is  safe  in  the  care  of 
an  English  physician." 

"  I  must  depart,"  said  the  Bey  soon  after, 
when  more  footsteps  echoed  without.  "  Be 
not  wrath  with  me,  O  my  father,  if  during  the 
course  of  thy  sojourn  here  I  shall  appear  some- 
times neglectful.  Thou  knowest  not  how 
fettered  is  the  life  of  one  in  authority/' 

Shems-ud-din  accompanied  his  son  as  far  as 
the  outer  portal  of  the  khan,  a  low  arch  open 
on  a  narrow  shadowed  way.  Overhead,  above 
the  square-cut  roofs,  the  sky  was  flushed  with 
sunset.  At  parting  Shems-ud-din  took  the  lad's 
face  between  his  two  hands  and,  looking  straight 
into  his  eyes,  said  quietly — 

"  Of  a  truth,  in  speech  and  manner  thou  art 
grown  the  very  marrow  of  my  brother  Milhem. 
He  could  never  perceive  the  ground  of  my 
doings.  My  heart  is  sad  at  present — very  sad  ; 
so  I  entreat  thee  not  to  vex  my  understanding 
with  every  idle  rumour  which  may  wound  thy 
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vanity.  I  am  answerable  to  none  save  Allah 
for  my  madness.  Now  go  thy  way,  and  may 
Allah  keep  thee  always !  " 

With  that  he  kissed  his  son  between  the 
eyebrows  and  let  him  go. 


THE  sun  rode  high  above  the  Holy  City, 
but  a  freshness  of  the  dawn  still  lurked 
in  the  shade  of  her  rough  walls,  in  the  gloom 
of  her  covered  ways,  which  swarmed  with 
people  in  all  kinds  of  raiment  representative  of 
every  nation  under  heaven.  To  any  one 
threading  that  crowded  labyrinth  of  whitish 
stone,  ancient  and  coherent,  glimpses  of  the 
pure  blue  sky  became  welcome  as  a  flower  on 
rocks.  For  Shems-ud-dm,  accustomed  through 
so  many  years  to  wide  horizons  and  an  open 
road,  the  overshadowing  walls  made  a  prison. 
The  hubbub  of  the  bazaars  dazed  him,  and  he 
felt  hurt  by  the  careless  shouldering  of  other 
wayfarers. 

He  had  been  to  visit  Alia,  and  was  making 
his  way,  under  guidance  of  the  faithful  Zeyd,  to 
the  Sacred  Area,  when  he  met  Shibli  walking 
with  Hassan  Agha  and  his  attendant  Circas- 
sians amid  the  throng  in  a  long,  dim  market. 

"  How   is    the    health    of    our   dove    this 
139 
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morning? "cried  Hassan,  speaking  for  them  all. 
"  In  sh'  Allah,  the  poor  one  is  much  better?  " 

"If  not  better,  her  frame  has  rest — for 
which  Allah  be  praised ! "  returned  Shems-ud- 
din.  "  The  people  of  the  house  are  very  kind, 
as  I  learn  from  the  mouth  of  Mas.  The  Lord 
reward  them !  .  .  .  O  Shibli,  son  of  my  hope, 
unless  thou  hast  some  grave  business,  come 
with  me  to  the  Dome  of  the  Rock,  whither  I 
go  to  pray.  It  is  long  since  I  spoke  with  thee 
in  private.  Come  and  let  thy  voice  comfort 
me,  O  my  dear." 

Shibli  obeyed,  as  in  duty  bound ;  but  his 
face  often  turned  to  gaze  wistfully  after  the 
Circassians,  and  the  lines  of  his  mouth  expressed 
grievance. 

"  Is  the  health  of  the  beloved  indeed  no 
better  ? "  he  felt  it  incumbent  on  him  to  ask. 

"  I  know  not  how  to  answer  thee,  O  my 
son.  I  fear  hope  as  a  friend  untried.  It  is 
enough  to  desire.  Notwithstanding,  if  Allah 
wills  that  she  be  made  whole,  there  appears  to 
my  mind  a  possibility  which  yesterday  I  could 
not  discern." 

"Praise  be  to  Allah!"  murmured  Shibli, 
very  properly. 

The  quiet  of  the  Muslim  quarter  brought 
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refreshment  to  Shems-ud-din,  after  the  clamour 
of  the  motley  throng  in  the  bazaars.  Old 
walls  rose  high  on  either  hand.  Jutting  lattices, 
with  here  and  there  an  arch,  encroached  on 
the  jewel  sky.  In  the  shade  of  one  ancient 
portal,  ornate  but  crumbling  to  decay,  sat  a 
breadseller  asleep  behind  two  tiers  of  flat, 
brown  loaves.  A  man  with  a  water-skin  on 
his  back  turned  in  at  the  doorway  of  a  house 
before  them.  A  grave  notable,  in  apparel 
sober  but  rich,  passed  them  without  a  glance, 
one  hand  in  his  breast.  Everything  in  that 
dim,  once  splendid  quarter  told  of  a  proud 
reserve,  of  a  dignity  that  needs  no  trump  for 
its  assertion.  The  air  was  sad  with  the  sad- 
ness of  great  things  past. 

They  entered  what  seemed  a  disused  bazaar 
of  rare  magnificence,  a  huge  corridor  with  a 
lofty  vaulted  roof,  which  got  light  from  the  far 
end  where  its  tall  arch  framed  the  sky.  The 
place  was  deserted  and  ruinous,  its  floor  uneven 
and  strewn  with  the  brash  of  masonry.  Shems- 
ud-din  quickened  step  instinctively  to  gain  the 
light  which  picked  out  the  faces  of  his  com- 
panions from  the  shades  wherein  they  had 
walked  so  long. 

The  outer  sunshine  crashed  on  their  sight 
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with  the  splinter  of  a  thousand  lances.  The 
great  mouth  of  the  passage  yawned  black  as 
night  behind  them.  On  either  side  of  it  ran  a 
high  irregular  wall,  bearing  here  and  there  a 
lattice,  the  end  of  the  houses  in  this  direction. 
They  stood  on  a  strip  of  clear  ground,  on 
which  a  few  old  trees  cast  blots  of  shadow ;  a 
place  waste  save  for  patches  of  wrought  pave- 
ment and  certain  small,  domed  shrines  as  deli- 
cate as  toys  of  ivory. 

Before  them,  at  no  great  distance,  rose  a 
flight  of  wide  steps  leading  up  on  to  a  terraced 
plateau,  and  at  a  point  further  off  up  sprang  a 
sister  flight  exactly  similar.  On  the  top  of 
either  stairway,  in  the  gate  of  the  Haram, 
stood  three  slender  columns,  light  and  graceful 
as  flower-stems,  supporting  arches.  At  one 
end  of  the  plateau,  seen  through  cypress  trees, 
crouched  a  mosque  of  many  aisles  ;  and  number- 
less small,  domed  buildings — shrines  and  cells 
and  pulpits — capped  the  terrace  walls.  But 
what  drew  and  absorbed  their  gaze  to  the 
forgetting  of  all  else,  the  sun  and  centre  of  all, 
was  a  mighty  dome,  in  form  and  colour  some- 
what resembling  a  ripe  fig,  springing  from  the 
roof  of  an  octagon  of  two  kinds  of  marble, 
wrought  together  into  cunning  patterns.  Not 
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a  foot  of  the  great  building  but  had  been 
treated  minutely,  curiously,  by  the  hands  of 
forgotten  craftsmea  In  the  full  light  of  morn- 
ing, there  in  that  sand-hued  place,  it  bloomed 
a  wondrous  iris  of  the  hills,  a  thing  to  wring  a 
shout  from  the  dying. 

Even  Shibli  forgot  his  dudgeon,  and  joined 
reverently  with  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  in  reciting 
the  prayer  of  first  approach,  after  Shems-ud-din. 

Then,  having  gazed  all  about  them,  they 
crossed  the  waste  ground  and  mounted  the 
steps.  Discarding  slippers,  they  passed  along 
a  time-worn  pavement  to  the  place  of  washing. 
With  the  exception  of  two  middle-aged  men  in 
dark  robes  and  white  turbans,  who  sat  dis- 
puting gravely  beneath  a  tree  and  gave  but 
one  look  to  the  pilgrims,  they  seemed  alone  in 
the  vast  enclosure. 

When,  having  purified  their  bodies,  they 
ventured  to  approach  the  Noble  Sanctuary, 
Shems-ud-din  thought  well  to  remind  them  of 
its  claims  to  reverence. 

"  Within,  beneath  this  admirable  dome,"  he 
said,  "we  shall  behold  the  rock  whereon  Neby 
Ibrahim,  the  Friend  of  God,  prepared  to 
sacrifice  his  beloved  son  Ismail,  at  the  bidding 
of  the  Most  High.  Hither  also,  in  an  after  age, 
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was  our  lord  Muhammed,  the  Apostle  of  God, 
borne  by  night  on  the  celestial  beast,  Burac  ; 
and  from  that  same  rock  was  he  transported  to 
the  seventh  heaven,  being  yet  mortal.  Surely 
there  is  no  stone  in  all  the  world  save  only 
that  of  Mekka,  more  worthy  of  our  reverence 
than  this  rock,  which  God  has  hallowed  from 
of  old.  And  the  Khalif,  Omar  El  Khattab 
(peace  to  him !),  did  well  to  raise  this  splendid 
dome  above  it." 

Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  devoured  those  high  words 
greedily.  Shibli  heard  them  with  respect.  At 
the  entrance  to  the  Dome  of  the  Rock  Shems- 
ud-din  ceased  speaking,  and  they  passed  into 
the  tinted  gloom  of  the  sanctuary. 

While  Shibli  and  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  paced 
the  ring  of  pavement,  studying  the  texts  worked 
in  mosaic  upon  the  walls  and  above  the  arches 
looking  on  the  natural  rock  so  gloriously 
enshrined,  Shems-ud-din  knelt  and  made  pro- 
stration, praying — 

"  O  Allah,  pardon !  Grant  to  thy  servant 
faith  on  the  pattern  of  El  Khalil,  who  in  this 
place  offered  his  dearest  freely  unto  thee.  Am 
I  not  the  very  opposite  of  Neby  Ibrahim  El 
Khalil  ?  When  all  reasonable  means  failed  to 
restore  my  child,  and  prayer  had  been  made  in 
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vain,  Thy  Will  was  manifest  to  me.  Yet  I  pre- 
sumed to  seek  other  aid,  I  sought  to  procure 
her  health  by  man's  exertion.  I  followed  the 
contrivance  of  my  own  mind.  Am  I  not  impious, 
therefore  ?  Am  I  not  abominable  ?  What  am 
I  that  Thou  shouldst  hear  me,  or  my  deeds 
upon  the  earth  to  make  a  claim  upon  Thee  ? 
Nevertheless,  Thou  deignest  to  give  ear  to  the 
prayers  of  men,  and  hast  ordained  prayer  unto 
us  as  an  offering  pleasing  in  Thy  sight.  Hear 
me,  O  Lord,  in  this  my  extremity !  Oh,  have 
mercy  on  my  daughter,  the  innocent ;  and  smite 
me  rather,  for  I  am  sinful !  And  whatever 
Thy  Will  concerning  her,  teach  me  to  resign 
myself  to  it  utterly.  Subdue  my  mind  and  my 
soul,  and  lead  me  in  the  way  of  the  upright." 

He  rose  at  length  from  off  the  pavement, 
and  went  and  sat  cross-legged,  his  back  against 
the  wall.  Tears  blinded  him.  The  footsteps 
of  Shibli  and  Zeyd  echoed  in  the  vast  dome, 
and  their  whispering  made  a  hollow  murmur. 
But  Shems-ud-din  heard  nothing  save  the 
clamour  of  his  inward  strife. 

All  at  once  a  voice  near  his  ear  said,  "  Why 
weepest  thou,  O  my  brother  ?  " 

With  a  start,  as  one  awakes  out  of  sleep, 
he  looked  and  beheld  one  in  flowing  raiment 
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standing  before  him,  a  very  old  man  who 
leaned  upon  a  staff.  His  face  was  deeply 
furrowed  where  the  white  hair  grew  not,  and 
his  lips  were  shrivelled  and  sucked  inward  as 
when  the  gums  beneath  have  shrunken,  being 
toothless.  Shems-ud-din  sat  amazed  by  the 
apparition,  for  he  had  not  heard  the  old  man's 
steps  approaching  nor  the  tap  of  his  staff  along 
the  stones.  He  saw  the  forms  of  Zeyd  and 
Shibli  afar  off,  standing  watching  as  men  smitten 
with  dismay. 

"  What  ails  thee,  O  my  brother  ?  Where- 
fore weepest  thou  ?  I  cannot  discern  thy  like- 
ness, for  my  eyes  grow  dim ;  but  I  see  thy 
beard  white  as  my  own,  and  I  hear  thy  sobs. 
What  dire  distress  is  thine,  an  old  man  inured 
to  human  griefs,  that  thou  so  lamentest  ?  " 

"  A  long  story,  O  my  brother." 

"  A  long  story  is  the  best  of  stories,  and  I 
like  it  none  the  worse  for  promising  to  be  sad. 
At  my  age  one  is  impatient  only  of  abruptness, 
the  inconsequence  of  the  merry  and  light- 
minded.  Lend  me  the  help  of  thy  hand,  O 
my  brother,  that  I  may  compose  my  limbs  to 
sit  beside  thee.'1 

Shems-ud-din  reached  forth  his  hand  and 
the  old  man  grasped  it,  steadying  himself 
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therewith  while  he  tucked  his  staff  beneath  his 
left  elbow.  He  was  about  to  subside  upon 
the  bare  stones,  when  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  darted 
forward  and  spread  his  ragged  cloak  upon  the 
ground  beneath  him.  The  old  man  smiled 
vaguely,  exposing  his  toothless  gums. 

"  May  Allah  requite  thee,  O  my  son  !  May 
this  thy  courtesy  be  counted  to  thee  for 
righteousness  !  Thy  cloak  is  old  and  of  poor 
material,  as  my  hands  perceive.  May  a  rich 
mantle  fall  upon  thee  from  the  hand  of 
Allah !" 

Zeyd  bowed  his  head  to  the  blessing,  and 
rejoined  Shibli  with  a  face  of  great  elation. 

"  Now  deign  to  impart  thy  story,  O  my 
brother !  "  said  the  old  man,  when  fairly 
seated. 

Shems-ud-din  complied  straightway.  He 
abated  nothing  of  his  own  frowardness,  but 
confessed  it  throughout  the  story,  speaking 
much  of  his  soul's  uneasiness  on  that  account. 

At  the  end,  there  was  silence  for  a  little 
space.  Then  that  old  man  spoke. 

"  During  all  the  years  that  I  have  been 
Chief  of  the  Learned  in  this  place,  never — Allah 
witness! — never  heard  I  such  a  tale  as  this 
thou  hast  related.  Beloved,  I  see  not  with  thy 
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eyes ;  I  see  goodness  everywhere  in  thy  con- 
duct, save  only  in  the  one  point  of  thy  recourse 
to  the  unbeliever,  of  which  thou  madest  nought 
in  the  telling.  This  Frank  is  not  an  infidel 
like  another  infidel.  He  is  of  those  who  openly 
oppose  the  faith.  Is  there  not  a  coran  con- 
cerning such  an  one :  '  The  worst  beasts  in 
God's  sight  are  those  who  are  obstinate  un- 
believers '? " 

"  But,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is  also  this 
coran :  '  Allah  is  our  Lord  and  your  Lord  ; 
unto  us  our  works,  and  unto  you  your  works  ; 
no  quarrelling  between  us  and  you ;  for  Allah 
will  gather  in  us  both,  and  unto  Him  we  shall 
return/  " 

"  Good.  But  that  word  is  abrogated  in  the 
judgement  of  all  the  learned  ! " 

"Not  of  all,  by  thy  leave !  There  be 
many  who  assert  that  no  word  from  Allah  can 
be  rendered  null,  that  this  has  its  season,  and 
that  its  season,  but  all  are  eternally  valid.  I 
was  ever  of  the  party  of  these  last.  As  to 
the  degree  of  intercourse  permissible  with  un- 
believers, and  more  especially  with  the  People 
of  the  Book,  it  is  nowhere  fixed  for  us.  I 
could  quote  a  hundred  traditions  in  support  of 
either  argument,  and  the  best  precedents  are 
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in  like  manner  at  variance.     For  instance,  if 
we  refer  to  the  Sftnna " 

"  Stay  !     Hast  thou  studied  the  Sunna  ?  " 

"  Assuredly ;  and  all  our  commentators  and, 
I  verily  believe,  every  scripture  relevant  to  the 
subject. " 

"  O  happy  day  for  me !  Welcome,  and 
again  welcome,  O  my  soul !  Deign  now  to 
dispute  a  little !  It  is  seldom  I  can  exercise 
my  learning  ;  very  seldom  I  am  able  to  confer 
with  a  man  like  thee.  The  lamp  of  knowledge 
does  but  smoke  nowadays." 

It  was  long  since  Shems-ud-din  had  enjoyed 
conversation  with  his  equal  in  learning.  The 
two  sheykhs  held  long  conference,  while  Zeyd 
sat  on  his  heels  watching  them,  and  Shibli 
wandered  to  and  fro,  yawning  frequently  and 
viewing  the  wonders  about  him  with  a  growing 
disenchantment. 

At  last  the  old  man  rose  by  the  help  of 
Shems-ud-dln  and  the  attentive  Zeyd.  He 
said — 

"  My  peace  on  thee !  Thou  art  a  prince  of 
scholars,  and  a  man  most  righteous.  If  I  per- 
ceive any  fault  in  thee,  it  is  that  thy  mind 
exalts  small  matters,  and  overlooks  or  belittles 
points  of  real  importance — a  common  failing 
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among  us  learned  in  the  Law,  professed 
quibblers.  This  matter  of  thy  going  to  the 
Frank  is,  to  my  thinking,  no  trifle.  I  hope  to 
convince  thee  of  the  wrong  in  it  at  some  other 
time.  Come  hither  whenever  thou  art  so 
minded,  it  is  a  boon  I  crave  of  thee.  Ask  for 
Mahmud  Ali,  which  is  my  name.  And  if  ever 
thou  desirest  to  pray  alone,  there  stand  cells 
enough  within  our  precincts,  empty,  for  the 
most  part,  save  in  Ramadan,  which  is  not  yet. 
They  and  all  I  dispose  of  are  thine  to  use, 
O  my  soul's  brother  !  " 

With  a  parting  benison  the  old  man  hobbled 
away,  bowed  upon  his  staff. 

Shems-ud-din  said  one  last  prayer,  then 
went  out  with  his  companions  into  the  blinding 
sunlight. 

Zeyd,  the  son  of  Abbas,  raised  his  hands  on 
high,  towards  that  sapphire  dome  which  has 
the  world  for  pavement.  In  a  loud  voice  he 
praised  Allah,  and  blessed  the  day  on  which  it 
had  been  given  him  to  witness  the  meeting  of 
two  most  holy  men,  and  garner  in  his  imagina- 
tion a  drop  or  two  of  the  celestial  wisdom  that 
had  gushed  in  rivers  from  their  mouths. 

Shibli  drew  breath  of  relief,  and  looked  upon 
the  heaped-up,  whitish  city  with  a  lover's  eyes. 


XI 


f">OME,  O  my  brothers  !  Talk  is  vain 
\*^  when  the  throat  is  dry  and  the  belly 
empty.  Lead  the  way  to  some  place  where  we 
can  eat  together,  and  drink  a  cup  or  two  of 
good  coffee.  So  shall  our  business  prosper  by 
the  blessing  of  Allah/* 

"  But  we  have  no  money,  O  my  lord  !  How 
should  we  soldiers  have  money,  seeing  they 
never  pay  us  ?  " 

"With  me  is  money  enough.  Deign  to 
eat  and  drink  at  my  expense,  and  mine  the 
honour." 

"  May  Allah  Most  High  repay  your  noble 
Excellency  ! " 

Two  soldiers  of  a  rank  somewhat  above  the 
private,  accosted  by  Hassan  Agha  amid  the 
crowd  in  a  long  bazaar,  laid  hand  to  breast 
and  lip  and  brow,  bowing  to  his  invitation  as 
men  too  greatly  honoured.  Their  tongues  still 
wagged  of  reluctance  and  unworthiness  even 
while  their  feet  made  speed  towards  the  place 
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of  refreshment.  Three  Circassians,  the  com- 
panions of  Hassan's  morning  prowl,  followed 
intelligently  like  trained  hounds.  Shibli  went 
along  with  them,  mystified  yet  admiring. 

The  tavern  to  which  they  came  was  chill 
and  dark  within.  They  carried  their  stools  to 
the  wide  entrance,  where  they  could  enjoy  the 
relative  warmth  and  light  of  the  street  without. 

"  Arac,  O  lord  of  good  cheer  !  Bring  to  us 
arac ! "  cried  the  soldiers. 

"  Allah  forbid !"  murmured  Shibli  with  a 
start,  gazing  in  horror  at  those  reckless  ones. 
He  knew  only  that  they  called  for  a  fiery  drink 
and  maddening,  accounted  poison  by  all  faithful 
men. 

Thereupon  the  whole  company  burst  out 
laughing,  and  the  tavern-keeper,  attendant  on 
their  needs,  laughed  with  them,  holding  his 
belly. 

"  Allah  forgive  our  ribaldry  !  "  said  Hassan. 
"  The  sin  is  ours,  not  his.  Know,  O  my 
brothers,  that  this  is  a  good  virtuous  youth, 
the  disciple  of  a  certain  holy  one  revered  of 
all.  Allah  witness,  and  do  thou  take  note, 
O  Shibli,  that  I,  for  my  part,  touch  not  the 
abomination.  Neither  I  nor  my  companions  ; 
let  it  be  told  the  sheykh ! "  He  turned 
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then  to  the  soldiers,  adding,  "  It  behoves  a 
man  to  avoid  small  offences  when  he  has  the 
uncommon  honour  to  be  the  friend  and  com- 
panion of  the  holiest  of  living  men.  And  that 
honour  is  upon  all  of  us  here." 

The  soldiers  expressed  their  polite  interest 
in  tones  of  commiseration.  To  sip  their  arac 
without  reproach  they  had  taken  seat  close  to  a 
pillar  of  the  doorway  which  screened  them, 
when  they  leant  to  drink,  from  the  gaze  of  the 
passer-by. 

"Once,  when  I  was  a  boy,"  said  one  of 
them,  entertaining  Shibli  and  the  rest,  while 
his  colleague  spoke  aside  with  Hassan,  "  I  had 
the  honour  to  lie  down  beneath  the  horse  of 
a  holy  sheykh — I  and  my  father  and  my  big 
brother  and  a  thousand  more.  It  was  in  El 
Bica'a,  behind  Lebanon.  The  plain  was  strewn 
with  living  bodies.  You  could  not  see  the 
ground  anywhere  between  us.  Then  the  sheykh 
rode  his  horse  over  the  backs  of  us,  and  when 
it  came  to  my  back,  lo,  it  was  to  me  no  more 
than  if  some  girl,  mistress  of  beauty,  fondled 
me  for  love  there  where  the  hoof  pressed. 
And  the  spot  has  been  blessed  ever  since  ; 
for  when  I  do  evil  it  pains  me,  and  when  I  do 
good  it  is  again  as  if  some  hand  of  love  caressed 
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me.  By  Allah,  it  pains  me  now  for  the  sake 
of  this  arac — a  sin,  as  the  youth  rightly  de- 
clared !  .  .  .  A  strange  thing — not  so,  O  my 
masters  ? 

"  I  remember  to  have  seen,  in  Anadol  far 
from  here,  a  man  who  went  well-nigh  naked, 
his  face  like  the  earth  itself  for  dirt  and  rough- 
ness. A  one-eyed  man  might  see  that  he  was 
holy  above  the  rest  of  us.  That  man  leaned 
upon  a  sword — upon  the  blade  of  it,  by  Allah  ! 
— so  that  the  point  came  forth  at  his  back. 
Then  he  drew  it  out  slowly,  showing  all  men 
how  the  blood  rained  from  it.  As  for  him,  he 
laughed  to  see  the  red  stuff  fall.  Then,  as  we 
looked  for  him  to  die,  he  began  to  dance,  chant- 
ing praise  to  Allah.  And  that  he  did  not  once 
nor  twice,  but  many  times  before  he  died. 
Strange  things  are  seen  in  the  world,  O  my 
masters  !  By  Allah,  I  count  you  fortunate ! 
I  myself  would  fain  behold  that  saint  of  yours. 
Peradventure  he  would  grant  me  to  witness 
some  marvel  worth  relating,  like  the  turning  of 
wicked  people  into  dogs.  .  .  . 

"  The  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  is  no  wander- 
ing derwish,  whose  mind  is  to  cajole  the  vulgar," 
broke  in  Shibli,  from  the  height  of  indignation. 
"He  is  a  learned  sheykh  of  the  religion,  a 
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man  of  high  lineage  and  great  wealth,  to  whose 
wisdom  even  princes  defer  with  reverence." 

"Ma  sh'  Allah!"  smiled  the  soldier,  but 
little  impressed.  "  Your  talk  had  led  me  to 
suppose  him  otherwise.  Why  call  him  saint, 
then  ?  Has  he  wrought  no  signs  in  the 
land  ?  " 

"Of  a  truth,  that  has  he,  by  Allah,"  said 
Hassan,  who  had  ended  his  whispered  confer- 
ence. "He  brought  light  to  the  city  where  we 
dwell.  He  is  lord  of  the  Jan.  They  have  had 
no  master  like  him  since  the  death  of  Suleyman 
the  Wise.  When  his  daughter  fell  ill,  and  all 
help  failed,  it  was  by  advice  of  a  jinni,  his  slave, 
that  he  brought  her  hither,  to  this  city,  to  the 
house  of  a  Frank  physician,  where  she  now 
lies.  Signs,  say  you  ?  I  assure  you,  by  Allah, 
he  is  lord  of  them  all !  He  knows  the  language 
of  beasts,  and  on  our  way  hither  made  use  of 
that  knowledge  to  restore  to  a  certain  poor 
fellah  his  camel,  which  had  been  long  lost. 
The  fellah,  his  name  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas,  is  still 
with  us.  If  thou  wilt,  thou  canst  speak  with 
him  and  hear  the  wondrous  story  from  his  own 
lips." 

"Is  it  truth  thou  speakest  ?  "  asked  one  of 
the  soldiers,  with  a  shrug  aside  to  his  mate. 
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"By  Allah,  it  is  truth!  All  these  are 
witnesses  with  me.  Ask  one  of  them.  Ask 
any  man  acquainted  with  his  holiness  ! " 

They  sat  a-row  in  the  wide  archway,  brushed 
by  the  raiment  of  the  throng  without,  hearing 
snatches  of  conversation,  shouts,  laughter,  and 
the  ceaseless  shuffle  of  feet  along  the  stones  ; 
while  at  their  backs  was  darkness,  save  for  one 
red  gleam  of  fire,  which  the  ample  form  of  the 
taverner  kept  eclipsing  as  it  revolved  in  his 
avocations  about  the  brazier. 

"  Allah  knows  I  should  count  it  an  honour 
to  behold  that  saint  of  yours, "  said  one  of  the 
soldiers  at  length,  in  a  manner  of  resolution. 

"  And  I  also/'  agreed  the  other  in  the  same 
tone  of  belated  conviction. 

"That  is  easy.  If  Allah  will,  we  shall  find 
him  without  difficulty." 

"  Let  us  go,  then !  " 

"  Slowly,  slowly,  O  my  two  dear  ones !  " 
Hassan's  face  turned  cunning  in  the  mould  of 
thought.  "  Is  our  business  settled  quite  ?  No, 
I  think  not  so.  We  have  not  yet  appointed  an 
hour  for  the  transaction.  Let  it  be  after  to- 
morrow, towards  the  fifth  hour  of  night.  What 
say  you  ?  " 

The  soldiers  shook  their  heads. 
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"No,"  said  each,  upon  reflection.  "After 
to-morrow  is  the  great  feast  of  the  Nazarenes 
— of  half  of  them,  that  is  to  say ;  for  the  two 
halves  quarrel  so  that  they  cannot  even  keep 
festival  upon  the  same  day.  ...  It  is  the 
busiest  of  the  year  for  us.  We  shall  stop  their 
fighting  in  the  church  ;  and  after  that,  it  is 
likely,  we  shall  be  called  upon  to  keep  order 
in  the  streets  of  the  city.  It  is  work  enough 
for  one  day.  Let  our  business  stand  over  till 
the  night  beyond." 

"  As  you  will,"  said  Hassan,  playing  indiffer- 
ence. "  But  I  would  have  the  goods  as  soon 
as  possible.  My  eyes  have  perceived  certain 
rascals  in  the  garb  of  the  Bedawi  prowling  near 
the  castle  and  whispering  with  you  soldiers. 
Now,  I  adjure  you,  face  the  matter !  View  it 
fairly  with  clean  eyes !  Are  we  not  — my  men 
and  I — loyal  servants  of  the  Sultan  appointed 
from  of  old  to  guard  the  Eastern  portals  of  this 
land,  and  so  entitled  to  arms  and  ammunition 
like  you  others  ?  As  for  the  Bedu,  what  are 
they  ?  Marauders,  thieves,  murderers — Allah 
knows  them!  It  were  a  crime  to  give  them 
the  preference ! " 

The  soldiers  exchanged  sly  glances,  swift 
as  sword-thrusts.  Said  one  of  them,  cringing, 
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"What  sayest  thou,  O  Excellency?  The 
Bedu  !  .  .  .  Allah  pity  !  What  Bedu  ?  " 

"Perchance,"  thrust  in  the  other  with  an 
air  of  extreme  candour,  "  our  good  lord  would 
allude  to  certain  tribesmen  who,  calling  them- 
selves Catholics,  are  come  up  to  fight  at  the 
feast." 

Hassan  laughed.  "  Think  not  I  trust  you. 
Remember  only  that,  in  the  place  where  I 
dwell,  it  is  counted  death  to  offend  Hassan 
Agha.  .  .  .  And  now,  unless  your  desire  is 
changed,  we  will  show  you  the  saint  of  whom 
we  talked  but  now." 

"With  joy  and  alacrity,"  replied  the 
soldiers. 

All,  rising,  kicked  back  their  stools.  They 
smiled  one  to  another,  showing  white  teeth,  as 
they  yawned  and  stretched  themselves.  Hassan 
told  some  small  gleaming  coins  into  the  grimed 
hand  of  the  taverner,  thrust  out  in  anticipation 
from  the  inner  gloom. 

Suddenly,  with  a  muttered  exclamation  not 
of  blessing,  the  soldiers  dodged  behind  the 
stone  doorpost.  The  hindmost,  upsetting  a 
stool,  cursed  its  religion  as  it  fell.  In  the 
covered  way  without  they  had  seen  a  young 
officer  riding  upon  a  black  horse,  slowly, 
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because  of  the  crowd.  It  was  Abd-ur- Rahman 
Bey. 

Hassan  Agha  stood  forward  with  a  jaunty 
air,  a  hand  on  his  white  moustache. 

"  Hail,  O  sun  of  soldiery  !  May  thy  day 
be  happy,  O  child  of  a  blessed  birth  !  Deign 
to  dismount  and  drink  one  cup  of  coffee  with 
him  who  first  taught  thee  to  handle  sword  and 
gun!'; 

His  design  in  thus  shouting  before  the 
multitude  was  simply  to  vex  the  false  pride  of 
the  son  of  Shems-ud-din.  It  amazed  him  to 
have  his  salutation  returned  twofold,  to  see 
the  proud  youth  alight  and  give  his  horse  to  a 
bystander. 

"  How  is  thy  health,  O  Hassan,  light  of  my 
eyes?"  inquired  Abd-ur- Rahman,  smiling,  as 
they  touched  hands.  "  And  thou,  O  Shibli : 
is  all  well  with  thee  ?  .  .  .  How  is  Alia?  How 
the  dear  old  man  ?  " 

He  chose  for  seat  one  of  those  stools  which 
the  soldiers  had  just  vacated,  next  to  that 
which  was  overturned.  Straightway  he  became 
aware  of  a  shuffling  close  at  hand,  and,  looking 
round  the  doorpost,  beheld  two  of  his  own 
men. 

"What  is  this,  O  Muhammed— O  Rashid  ?" 
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he  asked,  smiling.  "  Is  my  face  this  morning 
so  terrible  that  you  must  hide  from  it? 
Come  forth,  O  foolish  ones,  and  attend  me 
to  the  castle,  whither  I  go  presently.  .  .  .  O 
Hassan,  a  word  with  thee  in  private,  by  thy 
leave!" 

He  carried  his  stool  into  the  inner  gloom, 
and  Hassan  followed  him.  They  conversed 
apart  until  the  coffee  was  served,  when  they 
brought  back  their  stools  into  the  light  of  the 
doorway.  Hassan  reappeared  frowning,  but 
the  countenance  of  the  young  caid  beamed,  as 
before,  of  an  imperturbable  good  humour. 

Abd-ur- Rahman  stayed  but  to  swallow  a 
cupful  of  coffee;  then  rose,  smiling  on  the 
company,  and  took  leave.  The  two  soldiers 
followed  him  with  the  demeanour  of  whipped 
curs.  They  went  forward  to  offer  him  assist- 
ance at  mounting  his  horse,  and  he  availed 
himself  of  their  obsequiousness,  still  smiling. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah,"  muttered  Hassan,  as  he 
watched  them  depart.  "To  reflect  that  it  is 
but  a  youth,  one  whom  yesterday  I  held  upon 
my  knee.  By  the  Lord  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
he  is  a  devil !  .  .  .  That  is  not  the  son  of  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-din !  It  is  the  son  of 
Milhem  Basha,  Ebli's  in  person! " 
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As  they  sauntered  forth  in  search  of  the 
sheykh,  he  continued — 

"  May  it  please  you,  he  forbids  us  to  touch 
a  rifle.  He  says  that  he  will  apply  to  the 
authorities  on  our  behalf  for  a  special  grant. 
The  praise  to  Allah  !  We  shall  wait  a  hundred 
years  and  see  never  a  cartridge  !  Our  need  is 
instant,  and  if  we  get  not  the  things,  others  less 
worthy  will  presently  obtain  them.  I  know 
these  outlying  garrisons.  At  Istanbul  or 
Edreyneh  it  may  be  different.  But  for  Esh- 
Sham,  El  Ctids,  Haleb,  there  is  one  way  in 
all  of  them." 

He  ceased  not  to  growl  in  soliloquy. 

They  had  entered  a  narrow  alley  of  the 
Muslim  quarter,  strolling  as  their  manner  was, 
when  there  came  a  sound  of  feet  hurrying  after, 
and  a  ragged  soldier  overtook  them,  sweating 
and  out  of  breath. 

"  Say,  is  not  one  among  you  the  excellent 
Hassan  Agha,  whom  Allah  preserve  ?  " 

" I  am  he." 

The  man  louted.  "  A  word  from  the  Bim- 
bashi  Muhammed — he  that  had  charge  of  the 
armoury  (Allah  witness  how  I  ran  to  overtake 
thee,  questioning  all  men  as  I  ran  ;  for  I  had 
but  a  hint  of  thy  likeness  and  the  number  of 
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thy  companions  from  him  who  sent  me) — a 
word  from  the  Bimbashi  Muhammed  which  he 
whispered  to  me  in  the  castle-yard  as  he  went 
to  durance :  '  Attempt  nothing,  for  the  love  of 
Allah !  Lay  aside  thy  purpose.  For  things 
are  not  as  of  wont." 

"  Good.  I  thank  thee."  Hassan  bestowed 
on  the  man  a  coin  and  received  his  blessing  in 
exchange.  He  appeared  unmoved  by  the 
tidings. 

"  The  day  wears  on/'  he  said.  "  Let  us  go 
at  once  to  the  sheykh,  for  I  am  impatient  to 
hear  his  news." 

"  At  this  hour  we  shall  find  him  in  the 
Haram,"  asserted  Shibli,  who  was  supposed  to 
know. 

Towards  the  sanctuary  they  went  accord- 
ingly. It  had  thundered  in  the  night ;  the 
day  had  dawned  in  rain,  and  so  continued  until 
the  third  hour.  But  now  the  clouds  were 
rolled  away  to  eastward.  As  the  little  group 
emerged  from  the  buried  ways  of  the  city  on  to 
the  open  ground  below  the  shrine,  Omar's 
dome  was  a  dew-drenched  flower  in  the  sunlight, 
the  scattered  cypress  trees  pricked  a  sky  of 
dreamy  blue. 

At  the  top  of  the  steps,  along  the  edge  of 
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the  noble  terrace,  rose  divers  little  cubic  build- 
ings like  to  tombs.  Their  open  arches  gave 
the  effect  of  mouths  gaping  on  the  central 
dome. 

On  the  threshold  of  one  of  those  alcoves, 
gazing  raptly  in,  squatted  Zeyd,  the  son  of 
Abbas.  The  fellah  laid  a  finger  to  his  lip  at 
their  approach. 

"Hush!"  he  whispered  and  pointed. 
There,  in  the  white  recess,  sat  Shems-ud-din, 
stiffly  rocking  to  and  fro,  his  face  set,  his  eyes 
steadfastly  downcast.  "  The  health  of  the  girl 
is  worse  to-day.  She  knew  him  not.  Let 
Allah  comfort  him  ! " 

All  murmured  of  compassion  and  reverence. 
Shibli  threw  himself  down  beside  Zeyd,  in  the 
same  shadow  with  his  master.  The  rest  sat 
on  their  heels  in  the  sunshine,  enjoying  that 
sight  of  holiness. 


XII 

OHEMS-UD-DIN  now  divided  his  days 
^  between  the  house  of  the  physician  and 
that  tomb-like  cell ;  and  the  two  scenes  over- 
lapped and  obscured  one  another,  becoming 
confounded  in  his  imagination.  In  those  days 
his  thoughts  but  brushed  our  earth  as  with  the 
skirt  of  an  outer  robe.  The  Angels  of  Life 
and  Death  were  his  elect  companions.  When, 
repairing  at  nightfall  to  the  khan,  he  descried 
known  faces,  met  the  outcry  of  condolence,  it 
was  with  the  blindness  of  a  sun-gazer,  with 
the  deafness  of  one  long  a  stranger  to  men's 
talk. 

Yet,  even  in  the  deep  of  anguish  there  were 
moments  when  he  saw  and  heard ;  and  those 
moments  showered  gold  in  the  lap  of  Zeyd  ebn 
Abbas  his  dog-like  attendant.  They  repaid 
the  hours  which  the  whilom  owner  of  a  playful 
camel  had  spent  in  silence  at  his  feet ;  the 
times  when,  unthanked,  unperceived,  Zeyd  had 
guided  his  master's  steps  through  the  crowd. 

164 
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These  brief  communings  with  his  lord, 
which  were  all  the  wages  of  Zeyd,  took  place 
generally  at  the  cell  on  the  edge  of  the  close, 
where  Shems-ud-din  seemed  most  content. 
The  fellah  too  loved  that  spot  above  all  others 
of  the  city.  Squatting  in  the  sunshine  of  that 
holy  place,  near  by  a  world-famed  shrine,  him- 
self the  guardian  of  a  saint,  he  was  conscious  of 
laying  up  a  store  of  sanctity,  of  pious  memories, 
to  sustain  him  through  the  rest  of  life.  When 
the  aged  Mahmud  Ali  came,  as  often  happened, 
to  observe  and  bemoan  the  sad  case  of  a 
fellow-sage,  he  never  failed  to  bless  Zeyd  and 
praise  his  fidelity.  So  that  that  simple  man 
cried  in  his  soul — 

"  How  great  my  happiness !  Behold,  I 
grow  daily  in  goodness,  without  effort,  even  as 
flowers  grow,  through  converse  with  such  holy 
ones.  They  scorn  me  not  as  do  the  Circas- 
sians, who,  therefore,  it  is  well  seen,  are  but 
low  people." 

At  the  house  of  the  Frank  physician,  while 
Shems-ud-din  remained  in  the  sick-room,  Zeyd 
was  accustomed  to  sit  with  M£s  and  Ismail  the 
doorkeeper  in  the  little  court.  But  the  two 
old  negroes  were  not  instructive ;  their  happi- 
ness consisted  in  holding  one  another's  hand  and 
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smiling  foolishly.  Zeyd's  mind,  apt  to  wander 
from  such  converse,  hung  in  danger  from  the 
charms  of  a  bare-faced  serving-woman  who 
kept  crossing  and  recrossing  the  court — of  set 
purpose,  he  supposed,  to  entice  him.  Only  by 
the  mercy  of  Allah  did  he  escape  the  daily 
snare  of  her.  As  the  companion  of  a  great 
saint,  he  had  taken  the  pilgrim's  vow  of  total 
abstinence. 

On  an  evening  when  Zeyd  sat  thus  resist- 
ing temptation  in  the  company  of  old  Mas  (the 
doorkeeper  having  gone  forth  to  drink  the  air 
and  display  a  new  garment,  gift  of  the  Frank 
his  master)  Shems-ud-din  came  down  from 
the  place  of  sickness,  showing  a  countenance 
far  brighter  than  he  was  wont  to  bear. 

The  two  arose  and,  bowing,  put  their  ques- 
tion ;  to  which  he  replied — 

"  The  praise  to  Allah  !  This  morning  I 
dared  not  rejoice,  but  this  evening,  seeing  the 
improvement  still  maintained,  I  render  thanks 
to  God.  Come,  O  Zeyd,  O  Mas,  walk  with 
me  a  little  in  the  streets  of  the  city.  Let  us 
view  the  much  merchandize  and  the  throng  of 
men,  for  my  soul  is  glad  within  me/' 

Upon  that  Mas,  seeing  his  master's  soul  at 
ease,  ventured  upon  a  petition  he  had  long 
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borne  it  in  his  mind  to  make.  Stooping,  he 
touched  the  hem  of  Shems-ud-dm's  robe,  then 
kissed  the  hand  which  had  touched  it.  He 
exclaimed — 

"  Deign  to  hear  me,  O  my  lord !  I  ask  a 
favour — a  small  thing,  far  beneath  thee.  There 
dwell  here  in  the  city  many  poor  men,  servants, 
black  like  me.  These  meet  together  privately 
to  be  judged  of  their  sheykh,  who  is  no  other 
than  Ismail,  the  doorkeeper  at  this  house. 
They  seek  the  right,  but  as  the  street  dogs 
seek,  whom  no  man  stoops  to  feed.  Their 
prayer  is  through  me  unto  thee,  O  my  master, 
that  thou  wilt  grant  them  a  little  instruction. 
This  is  the  Day  of  Assembly,  when  they  meet 
always  towards  sunset.  Vouchsafe  to  honour 
them,  and  I,  thy  slave,  will  guide  thee  to  the 
place." 

"With  pleasure  and  alacrity,"  replied  Shems- 
ud-din,  and  the  teeth  of  the  negro  gleamed 
forth  in  satisfaction. 

Forthwith,  at  his  accustomed  mooning  pace, 
Mas  set  about  his  preparations.  From  out  a 
vault,  whereof  the  door  stood  open,  he  produced 
a  lantern,  which  he  opened  to  be  sure  the 
candle  was  not  spent.  He  put  a  box  of 
Prankish  matches  within  the  frame,  shut  to  the 
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glass,  and  taking  a  staff  that  leaned  against  the 
wall,  smiled  of  readiness. 

Zeyd,  with  Shems-ud-din,  followed  him  out 
into  the  streets,  where  forms  moved  vaguely  in 
rich  lights  and  shadows,  like  the  concourse  of  a 
dream. 

Zeyd  raised  his  eyes  to  the  sky,  a  blue  eye 
of  love  perusing  the  sun-red  city,  and  his 
thoughts  were  a  lump  in  his  throat.  At  length 
men  recognized  the  holiness  of  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-din  ;  at  last  they  cried  to  him  for 
light.  Surely  Allah  had  smitten  the  multitude 
with  blindness ;  certainly  the  notables  of  this 
city,  her  merchants,  her  high  officials  were  as 
blind  as  their  own  walls.  Allah  had  put  out 
their  eyes,  as  He  had  put  out  those  of  Hassan 
Agha  the  iniquitous  and  his  crew  of  reprobates. 
It  had  been  reserved  for  a  poor  fellih,  for  a 
few  low  negroes,  to  perceive  and  welcome  the 
blessing  from  on  high. 

They  crossed  the  open  space  before  the 
tower,  where  was  noise  and  much  people, 
shadows  in  an  amber  glow,  and  thence  passed 
by  dim  and  quiet  ways  through  the  Armenian 
quarter.  Here  and  there,  along  the  coping  of 
old  walls,  the  leaves  of  stone-plants  burned  like 
tongues  of  flame.  A  gate  yawned  on  them 
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suddenly,  its  square  tower  red  in  the  stream  of 
sunset.  It  let  them  out  on  to  the  brink  of  a 
gorge  full  of  dusty  gloom. 

Mas  kept  to  the  top  of  the  rocks,  close 
along  by  the  foot  of  the  wall.  Following, 
through  deep  shadows,  Zeyd  in  mind  compared 
himself  to  one  proved  faithful  passing,  by 
support  of  the  Prophet,  over  the  hair-bridge 
into  Paradise.  Between  black  wall  and  blue 
abyss,  their  path  ran,  a  very  thread.  The 
ravines  seemed  fathomless.  The  high  hills 
were  of  the  sky,  all  warmth.  The  features  of 
the  landscape  were  transfigured,  exaggerated, 
made  monstrous  with  excess  of  colour  lik;e  an 
opium  dream.  Yet  though  he  felt  as  one 
poised  in  mid-air,  Zeyd  knew  no  fear ;  having 
with  him  the  saint,  that  enchanter  whose  mere 
neighbourhood  made  a  seer  of  the  poor  fellah. 

At  a  turn  of  the  wall,  Mas  waited  for  them 
to  overtake  him.  There  a  wide  prospect  was 
revealed.  Far  away,  across  a  darkling  sea  of 
ridge  and  gully,  stood  a  pile  all  rosy  in  the 
sun's  last  rays.  It  was  the  rampart  of  their 
own  wild  land,  which  frowns  at  dawn  upon  the 
Sea  of  Lot.  Shems-ud-din  stood  still  to  gaze 
upon  that  distant  splendour.  But  Mis  plucked 
his  robe. 
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"  Behold  the  assembly,  O  my  master." 

The  stretch  of  embattled  wall  seemed  of 
iron,  bounding  a  hearth  of  coloured  fires.  It 
cast  such  gloom  upon  the  rocks  that  Zeyd  must 
look  twice  ere  he  discerned  the  white  of  turbans 
and  men's  raiment  near  at  hand. 

"  Great  honour  is  on  all  of  you  ! "  cried  Mas, 
as  he  moved  on.  A  group  of  men  set  in  circle 
upon  a  grass-clad  crown  of  rock  beneath  the 
wall,  rose  as  one  and  did  obeisance  with  words 
of  blessing. 

"  Pursue  your  business,  I  entreat  you,"  said 
Shems-ud-din,  graciously,  taking  seat  with 
them.  "  Let  not  my  presence  trouble  you.  I 
would  listen  awhile  before  I  speak." 

After  some  polite  demur,  the  blacks  resumed 
their  conference ;  and  Shems-ud-dln  listened 
with  interest,  but  the  mind  of  Zeyd  turned 
again  to  the  contemplation  of  its  own  blessed- 
ness. 

One  of  the  circle,  who  was  called  the  Pearl, 
told  with  much  childish  lamentation  how  he 
had  been  wrongfully  accused  of  theft,  and 
beaten  by  his  master.  "  I  know  well  the  thief," 
he  blubbered.  "  And  my  back  is  sore.  I  would 
see  him  punished.  Is  it  right  that  I  inform  my 
master  ? " 
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Then  their  head,  that  was  the  doorkeeper 
of  the  Frank  physician,  stroked  his  beard  and 
answered  thoughtfully — 

"  To  steal  is  not  good.  Where  I  was  born, 
they  cut  off  the  right  hand  of  him  who  steals. 
But  here  it  is  otherwise.  Here  be  many  thieves, 
very  wicked  men.  .  .  .  Inform  not  against  thy 
fellow-servant,  now  that  thy  trial  is  past.  In 
the  moment  of  pain  it  had  been  well  enough  to 
name  him.  Thou  art  young,  O  Pearl,  and 
strong,  none  like  thee.  Take  that  thief  apart, 
and  beat  him  even  as  thou  wast  beaten,  that  he 


sin  no  more." 


When  the  negroes  ceased  to  praise  God  for 
that  wise  judgment,  another  cause  was  brought 
forward.  But  Zeyd  heard  no  more.  Watching 
the  blush  fade  upon  those  distant  heights,  the 
wall  of  his  own  land,  he  sat  entranced  by  the 
mystery  of  being. 

The  buzz  of  voices  ceased.  He  heard  as  if 
in  a  dream  the  voice  of  Ismail  say — 

"  Deign  now  to  instruct  us,  O  master ! " 

"It  is  I  who  have  received  instruction,  O 
thou  Locman  of  this  age,"  replied  Shems-ud- 
din  ;  and  the  tones  of  his  voice  unclosed  Zeyd's 
consciousness,  like  the  sun's  touch  on  a  flower. 
"  Allah  is  with  you  simple  ones.  Verily  the 
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mercy  of  Allah  is  the  free  spring  of  the 
poor.'* 

And  he  continued  speaking  of  the  mercy  of 
Allah  in  such  splendid  terms  that  Zeyd  caught 
fire  at  them  and  seemed  inspired,  he  also, 
crying— "Hear  him !  "  "  O  Allah !  "  "O  Lord !  " 
"His  mouth  is  gold!"  "  Praise  to  Allah!" 
"I  faint!"  "  I  die!"  moaning  and  sighing 
gustily  like  one  possessed. 

The  end  of  the  speech  was  for  Zeyd  like  a 
dazed  awakening.  He  saw  the  negroes  rise,  a 
dark  mass,  and  heard  them  praise  Allah  for 
that  grand  discourse.  Then  he  saw  Mds  with 
the  lantern  lighted,  and  thereby  knew  that  it 
was  night  and  time  to  move. 

The  light  danced  and  wavered  before  him, 
a  thing  unreal.  They  were  back  in  the  heart 
of  the  city  ere  he  knew  they  had  passed  the 
gate.  Mas  and  the  sheykh  of  the  negroes 
stalked  on  ahead,  the  lantern  between  them. 
Zeyd  himself  followed  close  upon  Shems-ud- 
din.  All  at  once  he  remembered  that  they 
were  going  now  to  the  khan,  to  the  companions, 
and  a  sudden  jealousy  inflamed  him. 

He  said,  "  O  my  master,  where  is  the 
youth  Shibli,  thy  disciple  ?  This  day  makes 
the  second  that  he  has  not  been  near  thee. 
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He  grows  bad  with  the  Circassians,  who  set 
their  minds  to  corrupt  him." 

"  Hassan  Agha  has  much  business.  And  it 
is  natural  that  Shibli  should  desire  to  see  the 
city  in  his  company." 

"  And  thy  son.  May  Allah  guard  me  from 
begetting  one  like  him.  Since  the  day  of  our 
arrival  he  has  not  once  visited  thee." 

"  Doubtless  he  has  been  at  the  khan  in  my 
absence." 

"  Not  so,  for  I  have  made  inquiry." 

"  He  has  his  duties,  and  the  pleasures  of 
his  age.  He  is  young,  I  am  old.  In  distress 
I  ask  no  company  save  thine,  O  kind  one." 

"  May  Allah  requite  thee,  O  my  dear  lord  ! " 

At  the  house  of  the  Frank,  Shems-ud-din 
entered  with  the  negroes  for  the  purpose  of 
complimenting  the  physician  upon  the  improve- 
ment wrought  in  Alia.  After  a  very  little  while 
he  rejoined  Zeyd,  who  at  once  felt  a  change  in 
his  demeanour. 

"  What  is  there  new,  O  my  master  ?  " 

"The  hakim,  that  excellent  man,  assures 
me  that  my  daughter  cannot  live." 

Zeyd  laughed,  a  short  and  angry  laugh. 
"  Is  he  then  Allah  ?"  he  asked  scornfully. 

But  Shems-ud-din  no  longer  heard  him. 


XIII 

"'T'HY  son.     Since  the  first  day  he  has  not 

A  visited  thee.  Allah  guard  me  from 
begetting  one  like  him." 

The  reproach  of  Zeyd,  scarce  heeded  at  the 
moment,  linked  Shems-ud-din's  reveries  on  the 
morrow  of  its  utterance,  recurring  often  like  a 
sad  refrain.  It  prevented  his  submersion  in 
that  stupour  of  prayerful  musing  which  was  his 
comfort.  Yet  not  until  noon  was  past,  and  the 
shadow  of  the  gracious  dome  drew  out  to 
eastward,  did  it  hold  the  foreground  of  his 
thought. 

The  aged  Mahmud  AH  had  come  to  sit  with 
him  awhile,  and  was  reciting  words  of  comfort 
in  the  high  mosque  voice,  when  Shems-ud-din 
asked  himself,  Was  Abd-ur-Rahman  all  to 
blame  ?  Had  not  the  father  likewise  a  duty 
towards  the  son  ?  To  be  sure  that  his  mind 
did  not  err,  he  said  presently  to  the  aged 
sheykh,  his  comforter — 

"  O  my  brother,  hear  a  case  and  pronounce 
174 
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on  it.  A  certain  man  had  offspring  a  son 
and  daughter,  those  two  only,  both  dear  to 
him.  Yet  did  the  balance  of  his  love  incline 
towards  the  daughter.  One  day  he  appeared 
to  slight  the  boy,  making  much  of  the  girl. 
And  the  boy  was  angry  and  drew  away  from 
him.  Was  the  right  with  the  son  or  the 
father?  upon  which  of  them  two  rests  the 
obligation  ?  " 

Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas,  on  his  heels  out  in 
the  sunlight,  emitted  an  "  Ah  ! "  of  breathless 
interest.  The  aged  Mahmud  AH  stroked  his 
beard,  reflecting.  At  length  he  replied — 

"  There  is  right  with  both  of  them  and 
against  both.  But  the  higher  right  is  with  the 
son.  For  did  not  his  father  reverse  the 
ordinance  of  God  by  setting  the  woman  above 
the  man  ?  Less  is  expected  from  a  woman,  it 
is  for  that  she  should  receive  less.  I  perceive 
that  the  case  is  thine.  Is  the  son  with  thee  in 
this  city  ?  " 

"  Let  the  case  be  a  case  like  another,"  said 
Shems-ud-din,  unwilling  to  betray  his  son's 
name. 

Zeyd  moaned.  "  It  is  too  much  for  me. 
My  blessedness  is  become  a  pain  in  my  side. 
Surely  never  till  now  was  man,  poor  and 
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ignorant  like  me,  privileged  to  hear  such 
wisdom." 

The  verdict  of  the  Chief  of  the  Learned 
removed  all  hesitation  from  the  mind  of 
Shems-ud-din.  Accordingly,  about  the  fourth 
hour  after  noon,  some  time  before  he  was  wont 
to  rep  air  to  the  side  of  Alia,  he  entered  the 
streets  of  the  city,  and  bade  Zeyd  discover  the 
whereabouts  of  the  Bey's  lodging.  In  this  they 
experienced  no  difficulty,  every  one  consulted 
making  haste  to  direct  them  with  reverence  for 
the  callers  on  so  great  a  man.  Zeyd,  finding 
his  beggarly  appearance  overlooked,  grew  less 
rigid  in  dislike  of  a  youth  whose  name  had  so 
genial  an  influence.  Still  it  was  with  relief,  on 
arrival  at  their  destination,  that  he  heard  the 
doorkeeper  inform  his  master  that  the  Bey  was 
out,  and  unlikely  to  return  ere  night. 

The  tidings  cast  down  Shems-ud-din.  Made 
aimless  by  disappointment,  he  wandered  in  the 
streets.  Zeyd  followed  unobtrusively,  his 
shadow  always.  The  disciple  was  racking  his 
brain  for  an  array  of  words  fine  and  imposing 
enough  to  comfort  one  so  accomplished,  when, 
in  passing  the  entrance  of  a  tavern,  Shems-ud- 
din  happened  to  glance  therein. 

"  Praise  to  Allah  ! "  he  exclaimed  suddenly. 
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"  Behold  him  there.  He  is  found."  And  he 
turned  in  beneath  the  low  arch,  Zeyd  at  his 
heels. 

The  vault  within  struck  dark  and  very  cool. 
It  was  empty  save  for  the  proprietor  (a  portly 
Nazarene)  and  a  group  of  three  Turkish 
officers  set  on  stools  round  a  small  table.  Of 
these,  two  seemed  sons  of  an  Arab  ;  but  the 
fez  of  the  third  and  eldest  sealed  the  face  of  a 
Frank.  The  eyes  of  this  last  were  blue,  his 
cheeks  ruddy,  his  moustache  had  the  colour  of 
ripe  wheat. 

At  Shems-ud-din's  glad  cry  the  three  turned 
startled  faces.  Only  one  rose  up  in  response 
to  his  salutation,  and  that  was  Abd-ur-Rah- 
man.  The  other  two  kept  their  seats,  staring 
aghast  at  the  intrusion.  And  Abd-ur-Rah- 
man  did  not  rush  to  embrace  his  father,  but 
hung  back,  the  picture  of  irresolution. 

Blind  to  this  reluctance,  Shems-ud-din  took 
a  stool  beside  his  son,  while  Zeyd  crossed  his 
legs  upon  the  ground  hard  by. 

"  I  come  to  reproach  thee  a  little,  O  my 
dear.  Why  hast  thou  failed  my  soul  these 
many  days  when  I  need  thy  love  for  a  staff  ? 
Thou  hast  shown  no  concern  for  Alia,  who  often 
cries  for  thee.  It  is  not  kind,  O  beloved." 
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"  O  my  eyes,  I  have  so  much  business. 
Ask  of  these,  my  companions,  and  they  will 
certify  thee." 

"  Ah,  by  Allah,  business  enough  to  kill  ten 
yoke  of  oxen,  yet  we  survive  somehow," 
affirmed  he  of  the  red  face,  mockingly.  "Drink 
something,  old  man.  With  me  the  money." 

"  "  May  thy  wealth  increase  ;  I  am  not 
thirsty,"  said  Shems-ud-din  stiffly,  disliking  the 
man's  tone.  "  What  is  that  thou  drinkest,  O 
my  son  ?  It  must  be  precious  as  attar  of  roses 
to  be  served  in  so  small  a  glass.  Doubtless  it 
is  some  sherbet  new  to  me.  The  caterers 
invent  fresh  kinds  from  year  to  year." 

Abd-ur- Rahman  muttered  unintelligibly. 
He  had  done  all  man  could  to  conceal  his 
glass. 

"That  is  it,  by  Allah!"  laughed  the  two 
others.  "A  new  sherbet.  Taste  and  judge 
of  its  composition,  O  my  uncle." 

"  I  thank  you,  no,"  Shems-ud-din  drew 
back  from  the  glass  thrust  on  him.  He  began 
to  resent  the  manner  of  these  youths.  Why 
did  not  Abd-ur- Rahman  restrain  their  in- 
solence ?  He  looked  to  his  son  in  indignant 
appeal,  but  the  lad's  face  was  turned  away, 
his  attitude  helpless. 
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"Then  shall  the  valiant  emir,  thy  com- 
panion, taste  thereof.  Come,  O  Commander 
of  the  Faithful.  Ennoble  this  little  glass." 

Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas  took  the  glass 
held  out  to  him,  sniffed  at  the  liquor,  and  then 
poured  it  out  upon  the  ground. 

"  It  is  accursed,  a  sin  for  any  man.  Let  the 
dirt  drink  it,"  he  said  coolly. 

At  that  the  jokers  laughed  immoderately. 

1  f  Thou  dog!"  cried  he  of  the  straw 
moustache,  whose  drink  it  was  that  was  spilt. 
"  Thou  hast  wasted  a  day's  wage  of  one  like 
thee.  Thank  Allah  that  I  beat  thee  not  until 
thou  clog  thy  belly  with  the  dirt  it  soaks." 

But  Abd-ur-Rahman  joined  not  in  their 
laughter.  He  kept  his  face  averted  from  his 
father,  and  his  whole  pose  announced  such 
perfect  wretchedness  that  Shems-ud-din,  feeling 
concern  for  him,  touched  his  arm,  asking — 

"  What  hurts  thee,  O  my  son  ?  " 

"  Nothing/  There  is  nothing,"  came  the 
answer  like  a  moan. 

"  It  is  this  new  sherbet,"  roared  the  other 
two.  "  It  cools,  and  he  has  drunk  too  much 
of  it.  It  has  iced  his  belly.  Fear  not,  O  my 
uncle.  He  has  a  girl — ah,  a  beauty  ! — who  will 
expel  the  evil  for  him." 
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At  that,  perceiving  they  made  game  of  him, 
the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  arose  with  dignity. 

"Allah  shall  teach  you  with  punishment. 
Your  own  fathers  are  dishonoured  in  that  you 
respect  not  my  beard  and  turban,"  he  said  ;  and 
without  further  words  strode  forth  into  the 
street,  followed  with  alacrity  by  Zeyd  the  son 
of  Abbis. 

The  tavern-keeper,  seeing  customers  driven 
forth  before  they  had  ordered  anything,  ran 
after  and  entreated  them  to  remain  and  honour 
him.  In  low  tones  he  apologized  for  the  rude- 
ness of  the  young  officers. 

"  They  have  no  manners,  they  respect 
nothing.  The  others  are  bad  enough,  but  that 
Nemsawi  is  the  lord  of  mischief.  Before  now 
he  has  broken  my  chattels  without  so  much  as 
a  blessing.  He  pays  for  nothing.  Keep  it 
not  against  me,  O  my  lords,  but  return  and 
taste  of  something.  Ennoble  my  poor  place." 

Shems-ud-din  walked  on,  leaving  him  to 
groan  and  wring  his  hands  upon  the  threshold. 

The  jeers  of  the  young  men  accompanied 
the  departure.  But  Abd-ur- Rahman  neither 
spoke  nor  moved.  The  last  Zeyd  saw  of  him, 
his  face  was  buried  in  his  hands. 


XIV 

pvEPRIVED  of  the  counsel  of  Shems-ud- 
•*—'  din,  demoralized  by  confinement  within 
walls,  the  little  band  of  Circassians  loitered 
in  the  markets  with  a  sense  of  grievance. 
The  sight  of  so  many  heathen — Franks  and 
Nazarenes  and  unclean  Jews — disgusted  them 
in  the  city  ;  and  when  they  rode  out  to  exercise 
their  horses,  the  need  to  return  went  with 
them,  killing  pleasure,  like  the  clank  of  a  heavy 
chain. 

At  the  end  of  ten  days  squandered  in  El 
Cuds,  Hassan  Agha  was  further  from  obtaining 
his  rifles  than  he  had  been  at  first  passing  the 
gate.  The  soldiers  avoided  him  ;  it  seemed 
they  had  their  orders.  Abd-ur- Rahman,  though 
smiling  when  they  met  in  the  street,  steadfastly 
refused  him  audience.  On  the  fourteenth  day 
he  faced  the  stern  necessity,  if  they  were  to 
stay  much  longer  in  that  money-eating  place, 
of  selling  one  of  the  lovely  steeds  which  were 
their  glory. 

1*1 
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In  a  certain  tavern  he  cast  lots  with  his 
men,  whose  horse  should  go ;  and  the  lot  fell 
upon  Nesib  the  Thief,  who  straightway  lifted 
up  his  voice  and  wept.  Yet  even  he  preferred 
the  sacrifice  to  a  shameful  retreat,  as  though 
worsted  by  the  boy  Abd-ur-Rahman,  while 
their  beloved  saint  and  his  daughter,  sole 
pretext  of  their  coming,  still  abode  in  the  city. 
They  had  taken  it  for  granted  beforehand  that 
the  cure  of  Alia  by  the  wizard  would  be  instan- 
taneous, a  mere  wave  of  the  hand,  and  resented 
its  slowness  as  a  deceit  of  the  heathen  dog. 

Yet  they  were  restrained  from  ventilating 
this  grievance,  and  so  easing  their  minds,  by 
a  captious  whim  of  Hassan's  to  uphold  the 
Prankish  pig. 

"He  is  an  English  physician.  If  Allah 
permits,  he  will  perform  his  part/'  was  the 
answer  to  their  grumblings. 

"What  change  is  this,  O  lord  Hassan!" 
cried  one,  thus  repressed.  "Is  an  Englishman 
other  than  a  Frank,  a  vile  infidel  ?  Did  they 
not  deliver  our  land  to  the  Muscovite,  even 
while  they  touched  our  hands  in  friendship  ? 
How  often  hast  thou  denounced  the  whole 
brood  of  them  ?  " 

"  Be  silent !  "  Hassan  commanded.    "  Taken 
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separately  they  are  good  people — none  better 
— brave  and  the  slingstone  of  their  word,  but 
put  together  in  the  nation,  they  are  treacherous 
as  loose  stones.  Individuals  of  that  race  strove 
bravely  with  us  against  the  Muscovite,  while 
their  nation  betrayed  them  and  us.  It  was 
commonly  known  in  those  days  that  this  kind 
have  neither  honour  nor  nobility  except  when 
cut  off.  A  strange  people.  Now  this  hakim 
is  cut  off;  he  stands  alone.  Let  be  then,  he 
will  perform  his  covenant." 

"In  sh'  Allah!"  the  band  murmured,  but 
this  stopper  on  expression  of  their  just  annoy- 
ance only  caused  it  to  ferment. 

In  the  temper  to  quarrel  with  their  own 
shadows  and  kill  whoever  brushed  against 
them,  it  was  only  by  the  courtesy  or  the 
cowardice  of  other  wayfarers  that  they  escaped 
embroilment.  Even  as  it  was,  on  two  occasions 
their  conduct  called  for  the  interference  of  the 
street  watch. 

In  the  wide  open  space  before  the  tower, 
where  fellahin  from  Beyt-Laham  and  the 
surrounding  villages  stand  to  sell  the  produce 
of  their  fields,  they  one  morning  encountered 
Ismail,  the  doorkeeper  of  the  Frank  physician, 
going  marketing,  a  basket  on  his  arm. 
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Instantly  Nesib  the  Thief  went  mad,  or  so 
it  seemed  to  his  companions.  Like  a  fierce 
dog,  he  flew  snarling  at  the  throat  of  the  old 
negro. 

"  Pig  !     Whence  hast  thou  that  garment  ?  " 

"It  is  the  gift  of  my  master."  The  tall 
black  grinned  as  with  a  sweep  of  his  long 
gnarled  arm  he  flung  off  his  assailant. 

At  that  the  fury  of  Nesib  passed  all  bounds. 
He  drew  the  dagger  from  his  waistband  and 
sprang  again,  this  time  foaming  at  the 
mouth. 

Again  the  strength  of  the  negro  foiled  him 
easily.  But,  seeing  the  old  man's  wrist  bled 
from  a  scratch  of  the  knife,  Hassan  Agha 
intervened.  He  dealt  the  Thief  a  cuff  under 
the  ear  which  sent  him  staggering  up  against 
a  wall  near  by;  and  did  the  like  for  Ali,  the 
bosom  friend  of  the  Thief,  who  had  the  rashness 
to  cry  shame  on  the  blow. 

By  that  time  many  people  gathered  towards 
them ;  and,  spying  soldiers,  Shibli  took  to  his 
heels. 

"  Cut  his  life !  Burn  his  house  !  O  Allah  ! 
O  Lord!"  raved  Nesib.  "Is  it  not  enough 
to  lose  my  horse  ?  The  black  pig  wears  my 
honour — O  defilement! — that  princely  garment. 
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May  his  father  perish !  An  heirloom  in  my 
family !  Woe  on  us  !  I  gave  it  to  the  Frank 
hakim  and  the  black  pig  wears  it.  Oo— oo !  " 

The  watch  came  and  demanded  to  know 
the  meaning  of  the  disturbance.  Hassan 
simply  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  directed 
their  gaze  upon  the  maniac  scrabbling  at  the 
wall.  He  said — 

"  It  is  a  poor  friend  of  mine  who  has  had 
so  many  and  great  misfortunes  in  a  short  time 
that  see,  his  mind  is  broken." 

"  The  poor  one !  May  Allah  relieve  him  ! " 
said  the  soldiers  piously,  and  went  their  way. 
On  their  departure,  Hassan  gripped  the  Thief 
by  the  shoulders,  and  shook  him  till  his  tongue 
lolled  out. 

"  Allah  grant  thy  parents  a  shameful  death  ! 
Be  silent !  What  is  this  garment  to  lament — 
some  mohair — a  little  braid  ?  " 

"  It  is  an  ancient  garment — a  most  reverend 
garment — all  my  inheritance ! "  gasped  the 
sufferer. 

At  that,  past  patience,  Hassan  seized  his 
ears  as  they  had  been  two  handles,  and,  heed- 
less of  the  shrieks  of  Ali,  beat  his  head  against 
the  wall,  saying — 

"Speak  no  more  of  it !     It  was  given  from 


186       THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM 

thee,  not  so  ?  So  the  hakim  cure  the  daughter 
of  Shems-ud-din,  what  matter  who  wears  it? 
It  has  served  its  turn." 

And  Nesib,  dreading  further  punishment, 
fell  silent,  weeping  upon  Ali's  breast. 

Their  second  brawl  was  of  a  more  public 
nature.  It  chanced,  on  an  afternoon  when 
the  Nazarenes  had  a  great  ceremony  in  their 
church  called  the  Resurrection,  that  Hassan 
and  his  men,  attended  as  usual  by  Shibli, 
passed  by  the  mouth  of  the  bazaar  leading 
down  to  the  church,  at  an  hour  when  the 
throng  of  worshippers  poured  forth.  They 
were  shouldering  their  way  through  that  herd 
of  infidels,  when  some  men  made  resistance, 
pushing  hard  against  them.  Peering  about 
him  angrily,  Hassan  saw  shawled  heads  and 
swarthy  faces  with  eyes  of  smouldering  fire. 

"  O  happy  day  !  May  Allah  destroy  every 
Bedawi !  "  He  spat  in  the  face  of  the  nearest. 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  there  was  a  fray. 
Knives  flashed,  blood  was  drawn.  Piercing 
screams  of  Prankish  women  came  from  the 
crowd  around.  The  breath  of  each  combatant 
was  hot  in  the  face  of  his  antagonist,  at  such 
close  quarters  was  the  strife.  One  fell  and 
was  trampled  under  foot ;  another  shrieked 
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and   threw  up  his  hands,  but  was  caught  by 
a  comrade. 

All  at  once  rang  out  a  voice  of  command. 
The  guard  returning  from  the  church  had 
surrounded  them  in  the  nick  of  time.  The 
struggle  ceased,  magically.  The  soldiers, 
inured  to  such  work,  separated  the  two 
factions  neatly  without  partiality  or  insult. 

"It  is  a  vengeance  for  blood ! "  cried 
Hassan.  "  These  dogs  slew  my  two  sons. 
They  have  paid  no  indemnity.  My  cause  is 
just!" 

"  He  is  a  liar ;  hear  him  not,  O  my  lord  ! 
We  know  not  him  nor  his  sons." 

"  It  is  a  blood-feud  ;  let  them  alone,  O  my 
children,"  said  the  officer  in  command  of  the 
detachment,  a  man  advanced  in  years.  "Drive 
the  one  party  back  towards  the  church,  the 
other  on  towards  the  tower,  that  they  be  fairly 
sundered.  .  .  .  When  thou,  O  old  wolf,  next 
requirest  the  price  of  blood,  see  thou  choose 
some  spot  more  seemly  than  the  heart  of  the 
city.  Is  there  not  land  enough  open  in  all  the 
world  that  thou  must  needs  choose  this  place  ?  " 

"  Art  hurt,  my  son  ? "  asked  Hassan  of 
Shibli,  as  they  were  driven  towards  the  tower. 

"Aye,  and  that  sorely,"  replied  the  young 
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man,  nursing  his  two  hands.  "  I  had  slain  him 
who  smote  me,  but  that  he  escaped  in  the 
crowd." 

"  I  smote  thee,  O  valorous  youth,"  laughed 
one  at  his  side.  "  Thou  didst  clasp  me  so 
tight  from  behind  that  I  was  hampered,  so 
I  pricked  thy  two  hands." 

At  that  there  was  loud  laughter,  and  Shibli 
hung  his  head. 

"  That  soldier  spoke  sense/'  observed 
Hassan  later,  when,  freed  from  surveillance, 
they  were  returning  to  the  khan.  "  Outside 
the  walls  is  best  for  battle  as  for  everything 
else.  Thy  horse  is  preserved  to  thee,  O  Thief. 
To-morrow,  or  the  day  after,  we  retire  from  the 
city.  It  is  good  at  least  to  know  that  those 
Bedu  are  not  favoured  above  us.  They  have 
not  procured  rifles,  or  would  they  still  be  here 
among  the  jumpers  of  walls  ?  By  Allah's  leave, 
we  may  chance  on  their  camping-ground  and 
make  an  end.  At  least,  if  Allah  will,  we  can 
glean  a  little,  out  of  sight  of  the  garrison." 

"  We  shall  have  all  the  wealth  of  the  land,  I 
swear  it,  so  only  that  I  keep  my  horse,"  cried 
the  Thief  in  rapture. 

It  was  with  enthusiasm  that  all  to  whom 
Hassan  spoke  on  the  morrow  heard  of  his 
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decision  to  quit  the  city.  His  open  abuse  of  a 
Government  which  could  refuse  a  few  rifles  to 
men  worn-out  in  its  service,  had  alarmed  the 
timorous  and  supple  townsmen,  He  had  in- 
veighed against  Abd-ur- Rahman  Bey,  a  young 
man  of  the  first  influence,  in  terms  almost 
treasonable,  calling  him  selfish  and  impious,  a 
dog  who  pushed  back  the  gift  of  an  old  friend, 
and  was  above  speaking  to  his  own  father. 
Sober  men  frown  on  such  talk,  and  a  certain 
rich  merchant,  overhearing  some  of  it,  had 
observed — 

"These  men  are  possessed  with  blind 
devils.  Is  it  to  be  supposed  that  Abd-ur- 
Rahman  will  show  them  kindness  when  they 
defame  him  in  the  markets  ?  And  can  he  now 
let  them  take  the  rifles  ?  I  will  give  you  my 
neighbour's  hoard  privately,  as  between  our- 
selves ;  but  blab  the  matter  beforehand,  and  I 
avert  my  face,  I  draw  my  robe  away,  I  have  no 
knowledge  of  you.  As  for  what  the  old  brag- 
gart says  about  Abd-ur- Rahman's  father,  it  is  a 
lie.  Abd-ur- Rahman  is  an  orphan,  both  of 
father  and  mother.  I  have  the  assurance  of  it 
from  his  own  mouth." 

That  merchant,  with  the  other  tavern- 
haunters,  was  aware  how  often  men  who  hear 
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sedition  and  rebuke  not  its  prophet,  are  them- 
selves made  guilty  of  it  in  the  eye  of  Power. 
And  Hassan,  in  the  midst  of  his  adherents, 
looked  ill  to  rebuke.  The  coffee-sellers,  there- 
fore, joined  with  their  customers  in  extolling 
the  wisdom  of  his  plan  to  depart.  They  praised 
his  intelligence,  and  that  of  his  honourable 
companions.  The  city  was  no  place  for  them. 
It  was  a  malicious  place,  a  back-biting  and 
slanderous  place,  the  home  of  all  injustice.  No 
wonder  their  Excellencies  preferred  the  open 
land  ;  and  so  on. 

Hassan,  the  dupe  of  these  plaudits,  was 
returning  in  great  satisfaction  from  his  morning 
round,  when  he  saw  from  a  distance  a  man 
beckoning  to  him  beside  the  doorway  of  the 
khan.  Drawing  near,  he  recognized  the  bim- 
bashi  Muhammed.  "  Ma  sh'  Allah!"  he  ex- 
claimed in  his  soul ;  for  he  had  thought  never 
again  to  behold  that  particular  rascal. 

"  Deign  to  step  apart  with  me,"  said  the 
soldier,  with  lowly  reverence  ;  and,  when  Hassan 
had  complied,  he  touched  his  uniform  piteously, 
calling  attention  to  a  change  in  it.  "See,  I 
have  been  degraded.  I  have  suffered  much  for 
thy  sake.  Thou  wilt  not  give  up  the  under- 
taking, surely — thou,  a  great  one — for  the  fee  is 
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like  owing  to  me  for  all  I  have  endured.  I  come 
to  tell  thee  that  vigilance  is  relaxed,  that  all  is 
now  favourable  to  our  business — but  to  learn 
from  the  lord  of  the  khan  that  your  honours 
depart  in  the  morning.  Go  not  far  away,  O 
my  dear  !  Return  by  night  to  the  city.  I  will 
warn  the  guards  at  the  city-gate  ;  I  myself  will 
admit  thee  to  the  tower.  I  cannot  bring  you 
the  things  because  of  a  sacred  oath  which  was 
wrung  from  me.  But  I  can  open  the  door  of 
the  armoury.  Fear  not,  O  my  master.  There 
is  no  danger,  Allah  witness.  At  the  fourth 
hour  of  the  night.  And  the  fee — we  agreed 
upon  that.  Forget  not  the  fee,  O  my  eyes,  for 
I  have  suffered  much.'' 

Once  more  he  touched  his  mutilated 
uniform  in  the  manner  of  a  beggar  showing 
sores.  Hassan  pulled  his  white  moustache, 
and  eyed  the  man  grimly  askance. 

"  It  is  not  good  to  deceive  Hassan 
Agha." 

The  poor  soldier  flung  up  his  hands. 
"  Allah  witness,"  he  cried,  in  tones  of  real 
horror.  "  O  my  great  lord,  trust  Muhammed. 
I  am  a  poor  honest  man  whose  one  aim  is  to 
serve  thee  and  obtain  the  reward." 

"  Agreed  then,"  said  Hassan,  well  content. 
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"  To-morrow,  at  the  fourth  hour  of  the  night, 
be  ready.     With  my  peace,  go." 

Muhammed  blessed  him  and  went.  His 
tone  throughout,  though  cringing,  had  been 
straightforward,  without  a  trace  of  that  con- 
scious subtlety  which  had  disfigured  his  be- 
haviour upon  former  occasions.  It  was  the 
manner  of  a  merchant  who,  seeing  his  customer 
in  act  to  depart,  through  fearing  of  losing  him, 
speaks  truth  for  the  first  time. 


XV 

IT  was  close  upon  sunrise  when  Hassan  Agha 
and  his  men  threaded  the  burrows  of  the 
city  to  the  northern  gate.  Few  moved  abroad 
beside  themselves.  Dogs  slunk  drowsily  along 
by  the  walls,  seeking  lairs  for  the  day.  Once 
past  the  gate  and  its  stretching  shadow,  they 
all  with  one  accord  clapped  spurs  to  their 
horses. 

Away  they  galloped,  shouting,  through 
olive-groves  where  the  sunrise  reddened  one 
side  of  the  knotty  trunks,  and  awoke  a  pearly 
sheen  in  the  grey  mist-like  foliage.  Past  old 
rock-tombs,  past  caverns  fledged  with  fern, 
they  dashed  in  the  pink  of  morning.  From  an 
eminence  the  city  walls  appeared  a  blue  cloud- 
line  just  beneath  the  sun.  The  rays  smote 
their  shoulders  with  a  loving  hand.  They 
were  free. 

Shibli  rode  with  them  by  indulgence  of  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-din,  before  whom  they  had 
laid  their  plan  overnight.  The  saint  had  heard 
o  193 
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them  listlessly,  as  from  a  distance.  He  had 
approved  of  everything  with  the  slight  im- 
patience of  one  in  haste  to  be  rid  of  questions. 
But  not  so  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas.  Sure  that 
they  were  bent  on  some  iniquity,  the  fellah  had 
done  all  in  the  power  of  grimaces  and  private 
signals  to  arouse  misgiving  in  his  master,  all  in 
vain ;  till  at  length,  with  a  shrug  for  an  obtuse- 
ness  which  he  knew  for  the  God-sent  rind  of 
sanctity,  he  accepted  the  inevitable.  Executing 
a  circular  bow  to  comprise  all  the  enemy,  he 
had  besought  them  to  brighten  once  again  the 
village  of  his  wife's  sister's  husband's  uncle, 
who,  poor  good  man,  would  thus  be  rendered 
the  happiest  of  living  creatures.  When  Hassan 
welcomed  the  suggestion,  Zeyd  had  praised 
Allah  as  for  a  favour  done  to  himself.  He 
looked  to  harvest  from  the  lips  of  his  distant 
relative  such  clear  evidence  of  their  wickedness 
as  should  convince  even  a  saint's  incredulity. 

But  Hassan  was  not  going  to  seek  that 
village  until  the  evening.  He  wished  to  cele- 
brate the  release  from  entombing  walls  by  a 
day's  ride  in  quest  of  adventure. 

Letting  the  horses  resume  a  quiet  pace, 
they  joked  and  chatted  together,  while  the  land 
led  them  onward  by  waves.  At  length,  from 
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between  some  ancient  olive  trees  which  watched 
a  sea  of  corn,  they  beheld  a  flat-roofed  village 
with  three  upper  chambers  like  towers  project- 
ing above  the  herd  of  dwellings. 

"There,  in  sh*  Allah,  we  will  break  our  fast," 
said  Hassan,  to  the  joy  of  Shibli,  who  from  ex- 
cessive delight  in  the  ride,  was  very  hungry. 

At  the  foot  of  a  little  height  the  village 
crowned  were  women  fetching  water  from  the 
spring.  Their  pitchers  filled,  they  stood  to 
gossip,  with  arms  akimbo.  On  beholding  a 
crowd  of  riders  they  huddled  together  in  alarm. 
Other  women,  at  work  in  the  field  hard  by, 
stood  up  to  stare  at  the  strangers.  A  man  with 
a  preposterous  turban  came  forth  from  the 
village,  yawning,  with  arms  upraised.  He  had 
begun  to  descend  towards  the  spring,  when  he, 
too,  caught  sight  of  the  horsemen,  and  stood 
still  beneath  a  young  figtree,  his  hand  shading 
his  eyes. 

"We  be  soldiers,"  shouted  Hassan,  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  of  the  man  in  the  distance. 
"  O  women,  conduct  us  to  the  house  of  your 
sheykh." 

At  that  the  women  raised  a  wail,  and  wrung 
their  hands.  The  man  by  the  figtree  ran 
back  whence  he  came. 
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"  O  Allah,  have  mercy !  What  have  our 
men  worth  requiring  ?  O  my  lords,  there  is 
nothing  left  with  us.  All  our  beasts  are  dead 
lately  of  a  murrain.  A  blight  is  on  our  crops 
these  many  years." 

"  Draw  near,  O  rising  moon,"  said  Hassan, 
ogling  the  youngest  and  most  lissome  of  the 
group.  "  Fear  not,  O  delight.  It  is  but  a 
drink  from  thy  pitcher.  O  mothers  of  mighty 
men,  give  to  drink  to  my  companions.  We 
are  not  wild  beasts  to  devour  you.  Why  so 
afraid?" 

A  moment  they  hung  in  a  flutter.  Then 
the  girl,  enticed  of  Hassan,  took  a  bold  step 
forward,  giggling  at  her  companions.  She  held 
up  her  pitcher.  Having  drunk  his  fill,  Hassan 
hugged  her  in  his  arms.  She  gave  but  a  little 
scream  and  struggled  faintly,  giggling.  Louder 
screams  and  laughter  came  from  the  elder 
women,  caught  in  like  manner.  The  toilers  in 
the  field  applauded  the  pretty  game. 

"  By  Allah,  my  old  mouth  waters !  My 
soul  is  sick  for  desire  of  thee,"  said  Hassan, 
with  the  pant  of  love.  "  For  the  sake  of  all 
you  women — how  beautiful !  how  seductive  ! 
— we  will  spare  this  village.  Say  I  not  well, 
O  my  children  ?  We  will  ask  no  more  of  the 
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sheykh  than  to  make  for  us  a  little  feast  to 
confirm  friendship.  My  peace  on  you  !  " 

At  that  the  girl  who  had  served  Hassan 
set  off  running  with  rhythmic  hips,  the  pitcher 
poised  upon  her  head.  Before  the  horsemen 
reached  the  house  of  the  sheykh,  she  had  con- 
voked all  the  men  of  the  place  to  do  them 
honour.  Impressed  by  her  breathless,  eager 
tale,  those  villagers  were  ready  to  make  a 
holiday,  to  roast  a  sheep,  and  gorge  thereon 
till  night,  to  spit  a  dozen  fowls,  to  boil  a  hill  of 
rice.  But  Hassan,  magnanimously,  bade  them 
spare  their  pains.  He  asked  only  bread  and 
curds,  a  few  olives,  a  cup  of  coffee,  for  himself 
and  each  of  his  following.  The  crowd  lost 
speech  in  wonder  at  his  moderation.  His 
frugal  needs  were  at  once  supplied. 

When  he  and  all  his  company  were  satisfied, 
the  villagers  led  them  forth  with  praise  upon 
their  way.  At  the  foot  of  a  rocky  slope  they 
said  farewell. 

"  What  is  the  name  of  yonder  shrine  ?  " 
asked  Hassan,  pointing  with  his  hand  to  a 
mountain,  on  the  summit  of  which,  up  against 
the  sky,  appeared  the  form  of  a  wely  or  saint's 
tomb. 

"  His  name  is  Neby  Samwil,  may  it  please 
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your  Excellency,"  the  reply  was  given  by  a 
score  of  voices. 

"  Is  it  a  great  shrine  ?  " 

The  villagers  shrugged  shoulders,  and 
smiled  widely,  glancing  at  one  another.  It 
was  as  his  Excellency  pleased.  Some  pilgrims 
went  there. 

The  cavalcade  rode  on  by  rough  and 
stony  ways,  while  the  sun  on  their  backs  shone 
hot  and  hotter.  Wild  flowers  grew  in  beds 
between  the  rocks.  Now  and  then  a  bird 
cried.  The  hues  of  earth  in  contrast  with  the 
deep  blue  sky  were  pale  and  dead,  as  sands 
beside  the  sea.  A  train  of  camels,  pursuing 
some  other  road,  appeared  and  disappeared, 
mere  dots  upon  the  skyline. 

Coming  in  sight  of  another  village,  hardly 
separate  from  its  surrounding  rocks,  Hassan 
called  the  Thief  to  his  side  and  gave  some 
orders,  heard  of  Shibli,  who  rode  near.  "  Take 
one  other  with  thee,"  were  the  concluding  words. 

"  Let  me  be  that  one,"  pleaded  Shibli, 
eagerly. 

"Thou,  the  scholar,  the  disciple  of  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-din.  Allah  forbid;!  " 

"  Nay,  let  me.  I  would  show  you  all  that 
I  am  not  a  coward.  And  in  truth,  since  the 
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girl  Alia  is  in  the  way  of  recovery,  I  care  not 
what  becomes  of  me." 

"Go  then,"  said  Hassan,  between  a  grin 
and  a  sneer.  "  And  see  that  thou  support  our 
Thief  properly,  else  AH,  his  friend,  will  surely 
beat  thee." 

Shibli  dropped  behind  with  Nesib,  while 
Hassan  and  the  rest  of  the  party  rode  on  in 
earnest  conference. 

At  entering  the  village,  Ali,  the  only  Arab 
left  to  them,  cried  aloud  by  Hassan's  orders,  so 
that  all  who  rested  from  the  heat  looked  forth 
at  their  doors — 

"  O  good  people,  O  pious  Muslimun,  come 
out  and  see  !  Lo  !  here  be  pilgrims  of  distinc- 
tion— holy  men,  none  like  them — men  of 
renown.  They  come  from  Jebel  Caf,  that 
mountain  reaching  into  heaven,  which  is  the 
boundary  of  the  whole  earth.  From  Jebel 
Caf,  I  say,  to  visit  your  Neby  Samwil,  the 
illustrious,  the  blessed.  It  is  an  honour  done 
to  all  your  land.  Come  forth  and  behold  that 
which  no  poor  man  ever  yet  was  privileged  to 
see — princes  from  Jebel  Caf,  which  is  under 
heaven." 

And  when  all  the  inhabitants  stood  gaping 
in  their  doorways — 
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"Come  forth,"  he  cried,  "beyond  the 
houses.  Let  all  see  and  hear  alike.  This 
place  is  too  narrow." 

Then,  having  lured  them  out  into  the  open, 
AH  there  addressed  them  at  great  length ; 
bidding  them  be  good  ever  more,  and  sin 
never  again,  for  that  they  were  now  ennobled 
above  all  their  fathers,  having  beheld  the  kings 
of  Jebel  Cdf,  the  very  Gate  of  Heaven,  who 
come  once  in  a  thousand  years.  Their  crops 
would  increase  thenceforth ;  all  provisions  in 
their  houses  would  abound  miraculously.  In 
the  end,  he  besought  Hassan  to  bless  them,  and 
then  rode  off,  leaving  them  perfectly  bewildered. 

Scarcely  were  they  out  of  sight  of  those 
simpletons  when  they  espied  Shibli  and  the 
Thief  seated  under  a  rock  beside  the  path, 
holding  their  steeds  by  the  headropes. 

"  It  was  the  work  of  a  minute,"  cried  Shibli, 
much  excited.  "  We  have  many  useful  things, 
but  alas !  no  money.  Nesib  has  ten  fowls 
which  he  caught  and  bagged  before  I  could 
have  laid  hand  on  one  of  them.  Also,  he 
changed  some  things  from  house  to  house,  so 
that  those  fellahin  may  suspect  one  another  of 
the  theft.  He  is  a  devil,  this  Thief.  I  had 
been  nought  without  him." 
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Hassan  looked  hard  at  the  speaker.  "  The 
praise  to  Allah,"  he  said,  "  we  have  now  two 
thieves  instead  of  one." 

The  boy's  eyes  flashed  with  anger,  and  his 
lips  parted  to  make  answer.  The  next  minute 
his  eyes  swam  in  tears,  and  he  hung  his  head, 
silenced.  For  long  he  spoke  no  word  to  any 
one,  but  rode  apart  in  dudgeon  or  de- 
spondency. 

They  came  to  a  wady  trending  eastward 
athwart  their  road.  A  fairly  defined  goat-path 
ran  along  its  hither  bank.  Saying  they  had 
gone  far  enough  in  a  straight  line  from  the 
city,  Hassan  led  the  way  upon  that  narrow 
track,  the  rest  following  him  in  single  file. 

They  had  not  proceeded  far  in  the  new 
direction  ere  their  leader  reined  up.  The 
track  was  gone.  But  the  sharp  eyes  of  Nesib 
made  out  a  village  in  the  distance  where  they 
could  be  sure  of  learning  the  way.  Hassan 
resigned  the  post  of  leader  to  the  Thief,  him- 
self riding  second  in  the  file.  He  could  thus 
converse  with  Nesib  without  fear  of  being 
overheard. 

"We  have  no  money,"  he  said  savagely. 
"  Look  to  it  that  we  obtain  some  before  even- 
ing. How  can  we  enter  the  Tower,  how  fee 
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the  soldiers,  without  money  ?  I  myself  will 
help  thee,  if  thou  fearest  a  bold  stroke." 

"  No  money,"  Nesib's  shoulders  went  up 
to  his  ears  on  the  shrug  of  despair.  "  I  will 
do  what  is  possible,  O  my  dear  lord.  But 
money  is  not  like  fowls,  nor  yet  like  flowers 
by  the  wayside.  Allah  witness,  I  can  neither 
catch  nor  pluck  it.  I  know  not  beforehand 
where  it  lies.  It  must  come  to  my  hand,  or  I 
cannot  take  it.  Allah  put  it  near  me,  since  our 
need  is  urgent." 

At  the  entering-in  of  the  village  Nesib 
had  spied  from  afar  grew  a  fine  tree,  beneath 
which,  at  the  hour  of  their  approach,  lay  two 
sturdy  youths  asleep.  These  being  awakened, 
one  of  them  gladly  undertook  to  guide  their 
honours  to  a  place  whence  the  road  ran  clear 
to  El  Cuds.  For  half  an  hour  he  led  them  in 
and  out  among  the  stony  hills  till,  near  a  village 
superior  in  size  and  structure  to  any  they  had 
yet  seen,  he  set  them  on  a  wide  track  and 
pointed  out  their  direction.  Receiving  some 
small  coins  for  his  services,  he  cried  on  Allah 
to  increase  their  wealth. 

"  May  Allah  heed  him,"  muttered  Hassan, 
"  for  he  has  our  last  dinar  !  " 

The  sun  was  still   high  when  they  learnt 
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from  some  other  wayfarers  that  they  were 
again  near  to  the  city  and  within  a  short  hour 
of  the  village  of  Zeyd's  relation.  Hassan  bade 
Shibli  and  the  rest  go  on  thither,  while  he 
and  Nesib  attended  to  some  business  they  had 
to  transact  in  common.  With  laughter  and 
knowing  looks,  the  troop  rode  off. 

Hassan  and  the  Thief  urged  their  horses 
up  a  small  steep  hill,  from  the  top  of  which 
they  beheld  the  city  and  much  country  on 
all  hands.  Beneath  them  in  the  dale  they  had 
just  left  were  many  olive  trees  a-shimmer  in 
the  sun,  which  cast  a  filigree  of  shade  upon  the 
field  and  on  the  bridle-path  which  wound 
among  them.  Having  secured  their  horses 
out  of  sight,  they  sat  to  watch  that  path. 

At  last,  when  from  long  watching  he  had 
dropped  to  sleep,  old  Hassan  was  aroused  by 
an  exclamation  from  the  Thief  at  his  side. 
He  presently  became  aware  of  figures  moving 
upon  the  path,  drawing  near  out  of  the 
distance. 

He  perceived  a  fat  man  bestriding  a  tall 
black  jackass,  and  beside  him  a  servant,  walk- 
ing, holding  a  sunshade  over  the  fat  one's  head. 
The  donkey  bore  full  saddle-bags,  to  judge 
from  the  angle  of  projection  of  his  rider's 
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legs.  And  the  fat  man  kept  clutching  the 
bosom  of  his  robe,  as  if  that  too  were  not 
empty. 

"  Come,  O  my  lord.  Let  us  descend,"  hissed 
Nesib.  "  Yon  old  man  has  our  money.  Watch 
his  hands  ;  observe  his  glance  of  fear  to  every 
side.  Y' Allah  !  " 

They  stole  rapidly  down  the  hill,  making 
use  of  every  scrap  of  cover.  Long  before  the 
fat  man  and  his  servant  reached  the  place  of 
their  descent,  two  simple  men,  an  old  and  a 
young,  sat  by  the  roadside,  beneath  a  wall 
that  fenced  the  olive  -  yards,  holding  one 
another's  hand,  enjoying  innocent  converse  in 
that  shady  spot.  The  younger  of  the  twain 
crooned  a  love-song  with  closed  eyes. 

All  at  once,  as  the  black  donkey  came 
ambling  by,  the  pair  sprang  up  suddenly,  while 
the  elder  presented  a  large  and  very  curious 
pistol  at  the  rider's  head. 

Upon  that,  seeing  the  miscreants  were  two, 
himself  but  one,  the  servant  turned  and  fled 
with  the  open  sunshade.  A  minute  later,  when 
the  fat  man  lay  on  the  ground,  puffing  and 
cursing  beneath  the  clever  hands  of  Nesib, 
Hassan  saw  that  servant  afar-off,  frantically 
endeavouring  to  climb  a  tree,  while  the  parasol, 
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still  open,  adorned  the  ground  close  by,  seem- 
ing some  strange  white  flower. 

At  that  instant  Nesib  swore  roundly.  The 
fat  man  had  bitten  deep  into  the  wrist  of  his 
despoiler. 

"  Pig  of  a  citizen  !  "  yelled  the  Thief.  "  I 
will  tear  thy  beard  out !  I  will  stab  thy  filthy 
eyes !  " 

He  kicked  his  victim  and  would  have  leapt 
upon  the  hill  of  fatness  had  not  Hassan  Agha 
restrained  him. 

"  Nevertheless,  he  shall  be  punished,  and 
that  at  once/'  said  the  Circassian.  "  We  asked 
but  his  wealth ;  Allah  witness,  we  bore  no 
grudge  to  this  man  more  than  to  any  other. 
But  now,  since  he  curses  me  and  has  bitten  my 
companion,  the  case  is  altered." 

So  saying,  he  removed  the  saddlebags  from 
the  donkey's  back,  then,  letting  go  the  bridle, 
drove  his  dagger  into  its  flank.  The  black 
jackass  screamed,  plunged,  and  careered  away. 

Nesib,  meanwhile,  was  employed  in  tearing 
the  raiment  off  the  fallen  fat  one,  now  quite 
paralyzed  with  rage.  The  despoiled  gasped 
and  gurgled  convulsively. 

"  O  Allah,  help !  Shall  men  rob  and  out- 
rage the  C£di  of  El  Cuds,  within  call  of  the 
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city,  and  live  ?  May  Allah  burn  the  abode 
of  your  wickedness!  By  Allah,  I  shall  be 
revenged !  The  day  will  come  when  I  shall 
send  you  forth  to  death.  All  robbers  return 
to  me.  I  am  the  C&di." 

"  Cidi  or  pig,  thou  hadst  no  right  to  bite 
my  hand,"  replied  Nesib,  severely. 

Having  stripped  him  to  his  silken  shirt  and 
his  voluminous  drawers  of  white  calico,  Nesib, 
for  a  further  insult,  hoodwinked  him  with  his 
own  turban,  and  bound  together  his  wrists  and 
ankles  with  strips  cut  from  the  clothing  taken 
from  him.  Then  after  Hassan  he  climbed  back 
over  the  wall. 

From  a  discreet  place  they  watched  what 
should  befall.  They  saw  the  servant  clamber 
down  from  out  his  tree  of  refuge  and,  hesitat- 
ing, with  fearful  glances,  approach  his  master. 
They  saw  him  fumble  with  the  bonds.  They 
heard  the  fat  man's  scream  of  rage,  when  at 
length  he  could  rise ;  and  observed  him  spit 
upon  that  servant,  striking  his  face  repeatedly, 
so  that  the  coward  fell  on  his  knees  and  howled 
for  mercy.  They  waited  to  see  no  more,  but, 
full  of  quiet  mirth,  crept  on  their  way. 


XVI 

WHEN  Hassan  Aghaand  the  Thief  reached 
the  abode  of  Zeyd's  wife's  relation,  the 
sun  had  just  sunk  beneath  the  western  hill. 
The  cooling  waters  of  the  twilight  overflowed 
the  village  and  all  the  wady.  They  found 
their  comrades  at  the  sheykh's  house  instated 
in  the  best  room,  the  floor  of  which  was  laid 
for  a  feast.  The  entire  population  crowded 
round  the  open  door,  anxious  to  observe  the 
manners  of  guests  so  honourable. 

"  Allah  witness,  we  will  be  no  burden  on 
you,"  said  Hassan  to  their  entertainer,  after 
fervent  greetings.  "We  have  money  and, 
moreover,  we  shall  count  it  an  honour  to 
espouse  your  quarrels.  Your  friends,  our 
friends ;  your  foes,  our  foes ;  your  people  are 
from  this  hour  the  sworn  brothers  of  my  people." 

"May  Allah  reward  your  Excellencies! 
Behold,  we  are  dirt.  The  honour  is  too 
great ! "  The  old  feMh  wagged  his  turbaned 
head  most  humbly. 

207 
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"  I  with  four  of  my  comrades  repair  to  the 
city  this  night ;  but  after  a  little  while  we  shall 
return.  In  the  meanwhile,  here  is  a  trifle. 
Honour  me  by  accepting.  It  is  only  right, 
since  we  are  so  great  a  company." 

The  sheykh  of  the  village  looked  with 
awful  reverence  upon  a  piece  of  shining  gold. 
It  seemed  he  dared  not  take  it.  But  when 
Hassan  thrust  it  into  his  palm,  his  fist  clenched 
on  it  instantly.  He  faltered  praise  to  God, 
then  wept  a  little. 

About  the  third  hour  of  night,  Hassan  set 
out  once  more,  taking  with  him  Shibli  and 
four  of  his  own  men,  the  Thief  among  them. 
Once  past  the  city  gate,  it  was  his  intention  to 
send  Shibli  straight  to  the  khan.  He  had  no 
wish  to  earn  the  rebuke  of  Shems-ud-din  by 
involving  the  youth  in  any  serious  mischief. 
But  as  they  rode  along,  Shibli  pleaded  so 
earnestly  to  be  allowed  this  opportunity  of 
conquering  his  native  cowardice,  that  Hassan, 
foreseeing  no  danger,  had  not  the  heart  to 
deny  him.  After  all,  they  were  bound  on  no 
adventure,  but  a  simple  business  of  fetching 
and  carrying,  which  could  hurt  no  one. 

In  an  olive-grove  at  no  great  distance  from 
the  walls,  they  dismounted  and  made  fast  the 
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steeds,  leaving  one  of  their  number  in  charge 
of  them.  They  had  not  taken  many  steps 
from  that  place,  the  ground  being  most  uneven, 
when,  with  a  yell,  a  man  suddenly  disappeared 
below  the  surface  of  the  earth.  Eyeing  one 
another  in  terror,  they  missed  the  Thief. 

A  groan  came  from  near  at  hand,  ushering 
words  of  anguish. 

"  Woe  on  me !  Am  I  not  most  wretched  ? 
Do  not  all  things  conspire  against  me  ?  A 
black  hog  wears  my  robe  of  honour ;  the  lot 
falls  on  me  to  lose  my  horse ;  a  fat  man  bites 
my  wrist  in  two ;  and  now  the  earth  has  opened 
his  mouth  and  devoured  me.  Allah,  mercy ! 
Woe!  Woe  on  us!" 

The  Thief  had  stepped  into  a  cistern  long 
disused.  Leaning  on  their  bellies  round  the 
brink,  they  managed  to  grip  hold  of  him,  and 
at  length,  heaving  together,  brought  him  up 
to  the  surface.  He  sank  upon  the  earth  with 
a  cry  of  pain.  His  legs  were  broken,  he  asserted 
again  and  again.  Useless  for  the  expedition, 
he  was  ordered  to  crawl  back  and  keep  watch 
over  the  horses,  while  the  man  before  charged 
with  that  duty  took  on  active  service. 

It  was  dark  on  all  the  face  of  the  land. 
The  city  wall  was  but  a  greater  darkness  as 
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they  followed  it  on  to  the  gate.  Here  they 
passed  unchallenged.  The  men  in  the  guard- 
house peeped  out,  laughing,  and  wished  them 
a  happy  night. 

The  bulk  of  the  ancient  fortress  rose 
undefined  against  the  sky,  which  in  that 
quarter  showed  no  stars.  Clouds  seemed  to  be 
rising,  it  might  be  for  a  thunderstorm,  the  year's 
last  rain.  On  the  narrow  bridge  which  crossed 
the  trench  to  the  portal,  Hassan  whispered — 

"  O  Muhammed  ! " 

"  Ready,  O  my  lord,"  came  the  answer 
aloud. 

"Is  all  well?" 

"Be  sure  it  is.  No  need  to  whisper. 
Only  friends  hear  us." 

"Then  open  and  show  us  the  place." 

"  Gently,  gently,  O  Excellency  !  I  would 
first  hold  thy  gift  in  my  hand,  for  an  earnest 
of  good  faith.  Be  not  angry  with  Muhammed. 
Bethink  thee,  I  know  thee  but  a  little.  And 
I  have  grave  need  of  the  money.  To  thee  it 
is  nothing;  to  me  much.  Deign  to  indulge 
thy  servant,  O  my  soul ! " 

"  Good.  Then  I  give  thee  the  half.  The 
other  half  shall  be  thine  when  we  come  out 
with  the  things." 
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"  At  thy  pleasure,  O  lord  of  bounty  !  " 

The  gate  was  then  opened  and  Hassan 
made  his  gift  to  the  sentry.  Muhammed 
peered  at  the  money  and  turned  it  over 
slowly,  seeming  dissatisfied.  Weighing  it  in 
his  hand,  he  remonstrated — 

"  O  my  eyes,  this  is  very  little.  For  me 
alone,  it  might  suffice.  But  there  are  many 
beside  me  your  helpers  in  this  business. 
Think  not  I  could  act  as  I  do,  without  the 
connivance  of  one  or  two  of  my  superiors. 
Then  .  .  .  the  guard  at  the  gate.  .  .  ." 

"  See  here,  take  this  and  be  content." 
Hassan  doubled  the  sum  given. 

"  It  will  serve,  perhaps,"  said  Muhammed, 
with  a  shrug.  "  Come,  follow  me."  But  he 
continued  to  grumble  in  an  undertone. 

Though  the  gate  was  left  ostentatiously 
open  behind  them,  Shibli  felt  imprisoned. 
Too  late,  he  repented  of  his  rashness  in 
aspiring  to  vie  with  brave  men.  As  they 
followed  the  soldier  across  the  yard,  he  kept 
close  to  Hassan  Agha  for  protection. 

Their  guide  unlocked  a  heavy  door.  He 
struck  a  match  and,  shielding  the  flame  with 
his  hand,  showed  them  steps  leading  down 
to  a  vault. 
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"  Deign  to  enter.  Ennoble  these  Prankish 
matches." 

"  May  thy  house  be  destroyed  !  We  need 
more  light  than  those  provide,"  objected  Hassan, 
testily. 

"  Cut  thy  life ! "  retorted  Muhammed  in 
anger.  "  Didst  think  I  would  carry  a  lantern 
hither  through  the  common  yard,  to  show 
any  man  our  business  who  may  happen  to  be 
awake  and  looking  out  ?  By  Allah,  you  expect 
much,  and  give  mighty  little  ! " 

"Aha,  is  it  the  smallness  of  the  gift,  my 
brother  ?  Thou  shalt  have  more,  much  more, 
when  we  come  forth  with  the  rifles." 

Mollified  by  this  assurance,  Muhammed 
said  more  civilly — 

"  On  the  right,  a  few  paces  from  the  foot 
of  the  stair,  you  will  find  a  lantern  hanging 
by  the  wall.  Be  careful  to  strike  no  match 
in  the  armoury  itself,  for  there  is  much 
gunpowder." 

"Shibli,  stay  without  and  watch,"  ordered 
Hassan. 

"No,  no!  Let  me  enter.  For  the  love 
of  Allah,  let  me  enter  with  you ! "  cried  the 
youth,  panic-stricken  at  the  prospect  of  being 
left  alone. 
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"  No,  it  were  a  sin  for  thee." 

"Enter  none  the  less,"  whispered  Muham- 
med.  "  It  is  a  dungeon  worth  seeing.  The 
walls,  the  roofs,  the  pillars,  are  of  the  rarest 
workmanship.  I  will  keep  watch  instead  of 
thee." 

Shibli  required  no  urging  to  fulfil  his  one 
desire.  He  slipped  in  after  the  Circassians,  and 
the  soldier,  as  if  for  a  precaution,  closed  the 
door  behind  him. 

He  felt  his  way  down  eight  stone  steps  till 
he  found  hard-trodden  earth  beneath  his  feet. 

Presently,  amid  the  darkness  ahead  of  him, 
there  broke  a  storm  of  curses.  A  match  was 
struck,  forming  a  cocoon  of  light  in  the  distance. 
Hassan  cried  in  a  terrible  voice — 

"  Here  is  no  lantern — no  armoury.  And 
the  door  is  shut  upon  us.  We  are  trapped, 
entombed  !  May  Allah  slay  me  where  I  stand 
if  I  slay  not  ten  men  for  this  trick  upon  us  !  " 

Shibli  crouched  at  the  foot  of  the  steps, 
annihilated,  a  drumming  in  his  ears.  All  at 
once  the  door  above  opened,  and  shrouded 
figures  entered  from  the  lesser  darkness.  It 
shut  again  ere  Hassan  and  the  rest  could  come 
at  it. 

Shibli  trembled  as  those  forms  brushed  by 
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him.  The  smell  of  them  was  not  the  smell  of 
men,  but  of  goats,  or  camels,  he  knew  not 
which.  A  guttural  oath  from  one  of  them  and 
the  words,  "  I  touch  a  man,"  uttered  in  a  tone 
of  alarm,  failed  to  humanize  them.  But  the 
stroke  of  a  match  and  a  gladsome  shout  from 
Hassan—"  The  Bedu !  Thanks  to  Allah  !  "— 
relieved  him  of  the  shudder  of  the  unknown, 
while  multiplying  his  fears  a  hundredfold.  For 
that  shout  was  prelude  to  a  frightful  conflict  of 
men  fighting  tooth  and  nail  in  the  dark,  panting 
hard  in  the  death-grapple,  striking  what  they 
could  not  see. 

Shibli  heard  groans,  gasps,  short  screams 
of  rage,  and  the  struggling  fall  of  heavy  bodies. 
His  heart  beat  in  his  brain.  He  shrank  back 
up  the  steps  to  the  very  door. 

Just  then  the  door  opened,  and,  like  a 
sword-flash,  out  leapt  the  maddened  youth. 
He  broke  through  two  ranks  of  soldiers,  over- 
setting some  of  them.  He  was  endued  with 
the  strength  of  ten  men  by  the  mortal  fright 
possessing  him.  Blinded  by  the  shine  of  many 
lanterns,  he  missed  the  gate  at  first  and  struck 
the  wall  beside  it.  Rebounding  and  quickly 
collecting  himself,  he  dashed  for  the  startled 
sentry,  who,  concluding  he  had  to  deal  with  a 
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supernatural  agent,  wisely  dodged  the  en- 
counter. 

"  One  has  escaped,  O  my  lord,"  reported 
the  soldier  Muhammed  to  his  captain.  "A 
youth,  but  a  youth  of  the  devils.  As  well  try 
to  catch  a  bullet." 

11  What  matter !  .  .  .  Have  you  stopped  the 
fight  in  there  ?  Drive  them  all  forth." 

Hassan  Agha  and  his  three  comrades,  with 
all  who  remained  of  their  antagonists,  emerged, 
torn  and  bleeding,  from  the  cellar.  They 
blinked  in  the  glare  of  the  lanterns.  To  their 
dazed  apprehension  it  seemed  the  whole  city 
was  arrayed  against  them.  By  degrees  their 
senses  cleared  somewhat.  Having  dashed  the 
blood  from  his  eyes,  Hassan  descried  Abd-ur- 
Rahman. 

"  Ma  shf  Allah  !  Thou  here,  O  child  of  my 
soul  ?  Is  it  a  trick  of  thine  ?  By  my  gun, 
thou  hast  fooled  us  perfectly !  It  was  a 
stratagem  worthy  of  thy  father's  brother, 
worthy  of  Milhem  Basha,  the  very  parent  of 
guile.'' 

In  the  same  playful  tone  Abd-ur-Rahman 
answered — 

"It  seemed  desirable  to  read  thee  a  little 
lesson,  O  beloved.  Thy  endeavour  has  been  to 
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defame  me  ;    thou  madest  light  of   my  com- 
mands.    To-night  thou  hast  thy  wages." 

"  But  as  for  thee,  I  will  pay  thee  soon  or 
late,  thou  lying  dog  !  "  Hassan  turned  fiercely 
upon  the  soldier  Muhammed. 

That  deceiver  only  laughed.  "  I  scoff  at 
thee,  old  dotard  !  Thou  art  cross,  it  is  natural. 
What  is  that  to  me  ?  I  am  once  more  bimbashi, 
which  is  all  I  care  about.  If  thou  didst  think 
to  outwit  our  young  lord  here — thou  with  but 
two  old  eyes  and  the  mind  of  a  bull — well, 
Allah  bless  thee,  that  is  all." 

"  What  care  I  ? "  said  Hassan,  assuming  a 
jaunty  air.  "  I  have  at  least  done  something 
to  pay  off  a  debt  of  long  standing.  We  have 
slain  a  few  of  these  dwellers  in  the  House  of 
Hair,  who  slew  my  two  sons.  To  Allah  praise 
therefore." 

"  Now  Allah  witness.  We  knew  thee  not, 
nor  had  ground  of  quarrel  with  thee,"  cried  a 
Bedawi,  who  stood  by,  very  sadly.  "  But  now 
you  have  slain  my  father  and  my  brother, 
their  blood  cries  for  your  blood.  It  may 
prove  a  long  story,  but  the  end  is  already 


written." 


A  snarl  of  thunder  in  the  distance  gave  a 
sinister  voice  to  the  darkness  which  encompassed 
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the  lighted  crowd.  Hassan  Agha  turned  again 
to  Abd-ur- Rahman. 

"  What  would  a  certain  old  man  think  of 
this  treatment  of  one  who  loved  thee  ? "  he 
asked  with  deep  meaning,  almost  with  authority. 
"  What  would  the  saintly " 

"  Enough  said  !  "  cried  Abd-ur- Rahman  ; 
and  by  the  haste  of  his  ejaculation  Hassan 
knew  himself  secure  from  public  dishonour. 
"  I  intend  not  to  disgrace  so  old  a  friend.  Pay 
ten  pounds  Turk  for  distribution  among  the 
soldiers  under  my  command,  or  in  default  of 
that  sum — which  I  think  you  could  hardly 
make  up  among  you — give  me  a  mare  from 
your  cavalry,  and  it  is  finished  between  us." 

"  The  money  is  with  me,"  said  Hassan, 
with  a  chastened  gleam  of  satisfaction ;  for  he 
knew  that  Abd-ur-Rahman  desired  the  mare. 
A  gleeful  murmur  spread  among  the  soldiery. 

"With  these  sons  of  wandering  I  will  be 
lenient  in  like  manner.  Ten  pounds  Turk,  or 
one  of  their  thoroughbred  mares ;  that  is  the 
price  of  escape.  But  first,  in  their  case,  it  is 
necessary  that  I  see  some  certificate  of  their 
discharge  from  the  military  service." 

"  A'al !  He  is  wise.  May  Allah  preserve 
Abd-ur-Rahman,  coming  glory  of  the  realm  ! " 
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Hassan  stayed  to  hear  no  more.  He  paid 
his  fine  with  the  money  taken  from  the  Cadi, 
and  slunk  away  out  of  the  sphere  of  the  lantern 
light.  Hearing  laughter,  he  ground  his  teeth 
and  vowed  vengeance  senselessly.  The  watch 
at  the  gate  of  the  city  turned  out  to  mock  him 
and  his  companions,  inquiring  whence  those 
blood-stains,  where  the  rifles,  and  so  forth. 

Flashes  of  lightning  illumined  the  country 
fitfully.  The  stars  were  covered.  Thunder 
rolled,  now  near,  now  distant.  In  the  olive- 
grove  where  they  had  left  their  steeds,  it  began 
to  rain,  big  drops,  which  shook  the  leaves. 
The  whinny  and  stamp  of  the  horses  guiding 
them,  they  found  the  place. 

The  Thief  lay  on  his  back,  groaning,  just 
as  they  had  left  him.  His  legs  were  broken, 
he  moaned.  He  told  how,  as  he  lay  looking 
up  at  the  sky,  he  had  seen  a  sword  flash  forth 
from  heaven  over  the  Holy  City,  and  heard  a 
great  voice  cry — 

"  Die,  all  of  you  ! " 

He  supposed  that  Allah  would  destroy 
those  wicked  townsfolk,  and  Hassan  thought  it 
very  likely. 


XVII 

REAT  has  been  my  sin.  I  will  hide 
none  of  it  from  thee.  The  face  of  the 
girl  struck  terror  in  me  when  I  beheld  it  that 
time  beneath  the  magic  tree.  My  soul  abhorred 
her.  I  prayed — O  my  more  than  father,  curse 
me  not ! — I  prayed  that  thy  child  might  die. 
And  when  thy  worthier  prayers  prevailed, 
when  she  came  safe  to  the  Frank  physician, 
I  cared  not  what  thing  I  became.  I  gave  up 
my  soul  to  wickedness ;  I  exchanged  thy  wise 
company  for  that  of  the  noisy  ones  ;  I  entered 
into  every  device  of  Hassan  Agha  and  his 
companions ;  I  surpassed  them  all  in  violence  ; 
I  robbed,  I  fought,  I  slew.  Last  night  I  slew 
Allah  knows  how  many  men.  I  alone  was 
granted  strength  to  escape  that  I  might  ask 
thy  forgiveness.  All  the  rest,  the  fierce,  the 
mighty  ones,  are  dead." 

Shibli,  who  had  stood  beating  his  breast 
before  Shems-ud-din,  here  fell  down  upon  the 
ground  and  wept  convulsively. 

219 
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With  the  sun  he  had  come  to  the  Haram, 
to  the  cell  where,  from  distress  of  mind,  the 
sheykh  had  chosen  to  pass  that  night  of  storm. 
Shems-ud-din  knew  not  what  to  make  of  his 
mad  appearance  and  wild  words.  The  bondman 
of  far  other  griefs,  he  looked  at  Zeyd,  then  at  sur- 
rounding objects — the  fair  Dome  set  as  a  rock 
in  midstream  of  the  sunrise,  some  dark  forms 
crowned  with  white  turbans  stalking  gravely  in 
its  shadow — but  could  only  shake  his  head  and 
smile  wearily.  He  saw  no  sense  anywhere. 
The  soft,  husky  coo  of  pigeons,  the  golden 
calm,  discredited  that  tale  of  sin  and  horror. 

"  May  Allah  take  my  life  also ! "  moaned 
Shibli,  prostrate  on  the  timeworn  pavement. 
"  I  am  unworthy  to  live  longer  in  thy  sight.  As 
I  lay  all  night  in  the  door  of  the  khan,  supposing 
thee  to  be  within,  the  wrath  of  Allah  thundered 
against  me.  I  cannot  survive  this  hour." 

The  sheykh  glanced  at  Zeyd  with  raised 
eyebrows,  as  who  should  say,  What  make 
you  of  this  riddle  ?  The  fellah  replied — 

"  He  is  distraught.  Be  sure  it  is  some  bad 
joke  of  the  sons  of  Eblis.  By  some  contrivance 
they  have  driven  him  mad  with  fear.  May 
Allah  affright  the  whole  race  of  them,  and  that 
suddenly  I" 
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"  Alas,  wish  no  evil  upon  them,  for  they  are 
dead.  All  of  them  slain  in  the  darkness  under 
ground.  I  alone  broke  away." 

Shems-ud-din  gazed  with  compassion  upon 
the  sobbing  liar.  His  mind,  purged  by  grief, 
saw  round  the  story  and  accurately  appraised  it. 

"  Do  a  kindness,  O  Zeyd,"  he  said  at  length. 
"  Go  to  the  Chief  of  the  Learned.  At  this 
hour  thou  wilt  find  him  in  the  mosque  El 
Aksa.  Repeat  to  him  the  tale,  and  beseech 
him  to  ascertain  the  truth  for  us.  He  has 
influence  with  the  rulers  of  the  city,  and  can 
come  at  the  rights  of  it." 

Zeyd  sped  on  the  errand.  Shibli  lay 
crushed  before  the  sheykh,  groaning  and 
weeping,  praying  for  death  and  forgiveness. 

"  What  can  I  do  to  atone  ?  O  lord,  I  will 
marry  thy  daughter  when  the  Frank  has  healed 
her.  See,  my  soul  is  between  thy  two  feet." 

In  accents  of  mild  wonder  the  sheykh 
replied — 

"  What  is  this  thou  sayest  of  my  daughter  ? 
Allah  forbid  that  I  should  victimize  thee. 
Never,  unless  by  the  especial  grace  of  Allah, 
will  she  live  to  be  given  in  marriage.  Why 
hast  thou  hid  thy  thought  from  me  ?  I  had 
not  blamed  nor  in  any  wise  constrained  thee. 
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The  affections  of  a  young  man  are  winds  blow- 
ing hot  or  cold  on  him ;  he  discerns  neither 
their  goal  nor  their  origin  ;  nor  can  in  aught 
control  them.  He  can  but  entreat  Allah  to 
order  them  for  his  soul's  weal.  Is  it  for  this 
thou  hast  shunned  me  these  many  days  ?  Be 
comforted.  I  forgive  thee,  O  my  son." 

The  convulsion  of  Shibli's  frame  abated 
gradually  till  he  lay  in  peace,  broken  only  at 
lengthening  intervals  by  a  kind  of  catch  in  the 
breath,  like  a  hiccough.  The  coo  of  the 
mosque  pigeons  again  predominated. 

Zeyd  soon  returned,  accompanied  by  a  tall 
black-bearded  man  of  sombre  habit,  with  eyes 
of  coal  set  deep  in  a  sallow  visage. 

"  The  revered  Mahmud  in  this  hour  vouch- 
safes instruction  to  his  disciples.  He  cannot 
himself  come  to  thee.  But  with  his  peace,  and 
in  hope  of  thy  forgiveness,  he  sends  an  ex- 
cellent sheykh  who  can  certify  thee  concerning 
the  whole  matter,  being  already  apprised  of  it 
from  the  mouth  of  his  brother,  a  high  officer 
of  the  garrison." 

Zeyd  delivered  the  message  with  unction. 
The  words  of  the  Chief  of  the  Learned  were 
as  sweetmeats  in  his  mouth. 

With    a    formal    salutation    the    reverend 
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sheykh,  thus  presented,  sat  down  cross-legged 
before  the  cell,  and  spoke  as  follows — 

"  Know,  O  my  uncle,  that  there  exists 
among  the  garrison  of  this  city  a  youth  of  good 
lineage  and  high  influence,  his  name  Abd-ur- 
Rahman  Bek.  The  same,  coming  lately  in 
charge  of  the  armoury,  forbade  those  thefts 
of  rifles  and  ammunition,  by  connivance  of  the 
soldiery,  which  are  common  in  provincial 
garrisons.  But  his  subordinates,  accustomed 
to  view  official  prohibitions  but  as  pretty 
cloaks,  proceeded,  at  the  time  of  the  great 
feast  of  the  Nazarenes,  when  all  kinds  of 
people  flock  |to  our  city,  to  negociate  as  usual 
for  the  sale  of  rifles.  Abd-ur- Rahman  has  an 
eagle's  eyesight.  He  discovered  their  dis- 
obedience, and  punished  it  severely,  degrading 
some  of  the  culprits,  imprisoning  others.  Then 
hearing  how  those  who  had  hoped  to  obtain 
arms,  proclaimed  in  the  taverns  their  intention 
still  to  get  them  in  his  despite,  he  set  a  trap 
for  the  boasters.  He  sent  out  those  soldiers 
whom  he  had  before  punished  to  entice  them 
to  the  Tower,  securing  fidelity  in  his  agents  by 
the  promise  of  his  favour  should  they  succeed. 

"  Allah  prospered  his  strategy.  Last  night 
a  great  number  of  Circassians  and  a  whole  tribe 
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of  the  Bedu  were  trapped  by  him  in  a  dungeon 
beneath  the  Tower ;  where,  in  the  dark,  the 
two  nations  fell  to  fighting  to  such  purpose 
that,  when  the  door  was  opened  only  four  of 
either  faction  were  left  alive."  ("  The  praise  to 
Allah,"  interjected  Shibli.  "  All  four  of  them 
lived  to  emerge.")  "Then  Abd-ur- Rahman, 
seeing  they  had  punished  one  another,  grew 
lenient.  He  laid  a  fine  upon  each  party. 
The  Circassians  paid  the  fine  and  went  free. 
The  Bedu,  lacking  money,  offered  instead  a  fine 
mare  of  the  best  blood  of  the  desert.  But  Abd- 
ur-Rahman,  having  chanced  to  find  out  that 
none  of  them  had  served  his  time  in  the  army, 
holds  them  prisoners,  and  has  taken  all  their 
horses.  That  is  the  whole  story,  O  my  uncle." 

"How  plain  I  see  thee,  O  my  brother 
Milhem,"  murmured  Shems-ud-din,  with  a 
deep  sigh.  "  O  Allah,  behold  the  wickedness 
done  in  this  city  which  Thou  hast  hallowed." 

"Ah,  there  I  hold  with  thee,  O  my  uncle," 
said  the  black-bearded  sheykh,  heartily.  "  She 
is  indeed  the  mistress  of  perversity,  this  city, 
whose  soil  is  holy.  The  like  has  been  observed 
of  El  Khalil  and  other  sanctuaries,  and  espe- 
cially of  Mekka  itself.  The  wicked  throng  the 
markets  of  the  good.  It  is  lucky  that  we  of 
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the  congregation  can  still  exert  some  sway 
over  the  agents  of  Government,  or  El  Cuds 
would  be  polluted  and  defiled  by  those  who,  if 
their  faith  were  earnest,  should  esteem  her  most 
highly — that  is,  by  the  Nazarenes.  Not  once  or 
twice  have  we  opposed  the  establishment  of  a 
place  of  ribaldry  by  certain  Franks,  who  still 
importune  the  authorities.  And  we  allow  no 
harlot  within  our  gates.  The  Council  of  Notables 
sides  with  us,  fortunately,  or  the  town  would 
soon  be  as  foul  with  naked  sin  as  are  the  cities 
of  the  Franks.  The  Government  would  soon 
succumb  to  the  temptation  of  their  bribes.  .  .  ." 

The  young  sheykh,  whose  eyes  had  kindled 
as  he  embarked  upon  a  favourite  topic,  here 
brought  his  remarks  to  an  abrupt  conclusion. 
Only  Shems-ud-din  made  even  a  pretence  of 
listening,  and  in  his  face  was  every  mark  of 
abstraction.  Zeyd  and  Shibli,  on  their  heels, 
were  talking  apart  in  whispers.  Rising,  the 
instructor  bowed  so  low  before  Shems-ud-din 
that  the  whole  circle  of  his  white  turban  was 
seen  for  a  moment,  a  ring  round  a  scarlet  disk, 
then,  with  the  words,  "  In  thy  grace,"  he 
stalked  off  umbrageously  towards  a  group  of 
cypress  trees,  where  others  of  his  kind  were 
sitting  in  the  shade. 

Q 
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Shems-ud-dln  at  length  observed  that  the 
sun  was  high.  Waking  out  of  dreams,  he 
brushed  his  hand  across  his  eyes. 

"  The  house  of  the  Frank  should  be  astir 
by  this  time,"  he  said.  "  Wilt  thou,  O  my  son, 
come  with  me  thither  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  head.  .  .  .  Nevertheless,  since 
it  is  now  known  that  Hassan  is  not  slain,  I 
would  fain  seek  him  out,  and  hear  his  tale, 
which  must  be  a  strange  one." 

Shems-ud-dln  gazed  on  Shibli's  brightened 
countenance,  and  his  eyes  were  earnest  though 
he  seemed  to  smile.  Distressed  by  that  search- 
ing look,  the  youth  hung  his  head  and  faltered — 

"  Allah  witness,  I  go  with  thee  gladly — very 
gladly.  It  was  for  afterwards " 

"  I  did  but  tempt  thee,  O  my  son,  I  require 
thee  not.  But  how  long  wilt  thou  strive  to 
deceive  me  ? " 

He  touched  Shibli's  hand  affectionately  and 
would  have  left  him ;  but  the  youth  ran  after, 
imploring  forgiveness.  Gently  he  shook  him 
off,  saying — 

"  Go  in  peace,  my  soul.  Allah  forbid  that 
I  should  load  thee  with  a  grief  not  thine. 
Think  not  I  blame  thee.  Go  and  hear  the 
story." 


XVIII 

WHEN  Shems-ud-dm  knocked  that  morn- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  Frank's  house,  it 
was  opened  to  him  immediately.  Zeyd  had  not 
time  to  exchange  the  usual  compliments  with  a 
sherbet-seller,  who  had  his  stall  higher  up  the 
alley,  in  the  shade  of  a  little  entry  which  alone 
broke  the  monotony  of  its  high  blind  walls. 
Ismail,  the  black  doorkeeper,  had  been  on  the 
watch  for  their  coming. 

"  Is  it  thou,  O  my  lord  ? "  he  exclaimed, 
grinning  welcome.  "  The  hakim  would  speak 
with  thy  grace.  He  is  now  at  meat,  but  will 
soon  have  done.  Deign  to  enter  here." 

Instead  of  conducting  Shems-ud-din  as  usual 
through  the  cool  scoured  passage  out  into  the 
court  and  so  up  to  the  sick-room,  the  black 
opened  the  door  of  a  chamber  adjoining  the 
entrance — a  closet  sparsely  furnished  in  the 
Prankish  manner,  where  the  unbeliever  used  to 
receive  those  who  came  to  make  trial  of  his 
skill  in  medicine.  Zeyd  thought  to  pass  in 
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with  his  master,  but  Ismail  restrained  him  by  a 
strong  friendly  clasp  of  his  shoulder.  The 
door  was  closed,  and  Shems-ud-dm  left  alone 
to  his  meditations. 

Set  uneasily  upon  a  chair,  his  feet  tucked 
under  him  as  far  as  the  awkwardness  of  the 
contrivance  would  allow,  he  took  stock  of  the 
little  room,  its  cleanness,  the  tall,  spindle- 
shanked  furniture,  the  mats  of  some  vegetable 
fibre,  and  the  buzz  of  flies  beneath  its  vaulted 
ceiling.  Upon  a  table  in  one  corner  stood  two 
wooden  boxes  linked  together  by  a  slack  cord. 
Those  boxes  gave  a  focus  to  his  contemplation. 
In  the  inner  chamber  of  so  great  a  scientist,  he 
supposed  them  to  possess  some  occult  virtue. 
Yet,  all  the  while  he  sat  gazing  on  them  and  on 
the  room  in  general,  he  cared  not  a  jot  for 
anything  there,  but  prayed  only  for  the  hakim 
to  come  quickly  and  make  known  his  latest 
judgement  upon  Alia. 

At  last  the  Frank  looked  in,  coming  straight 
from  meat,  as  a  reminiscent  munching  testified. 
"  O  sheykh  !  "  he  poured  forth  in  that  rapid, 
garbled  speech  of  his,  which  galloped  as  if  to 
escape  from  its  own  inaccuracy.  "  May  thy 
day  be  happy  and  blessed.  For  thy  daughter, 
alas!  the  end  is  very  near.  Stay  with  her 
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to-day,  I  beg  of  thee.  My  house  is  thy  house. 
I  go  now  about  my  business.  In  thy  grace  ! " 

So  saying,  and  before  Shems-ud-dln  could 
touch  his  hand  or  frame  an  answer,  he  was 
gone  again.  In  his  place  came  Mas,  who 
ushered  his  master  out  through  the  sunny 
court  and  up  the  stairs  to  the  door  of  the  sick- 
room. The  fragrance  of  that  room,  its  cool, 
sweet  air,  refreshed  Shems-ud-din. 

"  Praise  be  to  Allah  ! "  cried  Fatmeh,  in 
response  to  his  formal  query.  In  a  posture  of 
triumph,  she  waved  him  on  towards  the  bed. 
"  See  her  smile  to  welcome  her  dear  father. 
Is  she  not  almost  recovered  ?  Never  again 
did  I  think  to  behold  her  so  well,  so  happy  ! 
O  light  of  my  eyes !  O  my  pretty  one !  O 
life  !  O  happy  day ! " 

As  he  sat  upon  a  pile  of  cushions  arranged 
for  him  by  Fatmeh  beside  the  bed,  the  reason- 
able speech  and  ready  smile  of  the  beloved 
came  near  to  persuade  Shems-ud-din  that  the 
physician  had  lied  to  him.  All  day  long  he 
sat  there,  happier  than  ever  since  his  coming  to 
El  Cuds ;  and  that  unowned  hope  which  keeps 
the  door  of  enjoyment  locked  out  fears.  Once 
he  even  echoed  Fatmeh  when  she  praised 
Allah  for  the  girl's  perfect  recovery.  His 
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intelligence  was  relaxed,  off  guard,  a  plaything 
for  mocking  devils,  it  seemed  to  him  afterwards. 

At  length,  when  it  wore  towards  evening, 
Fatmeh  went  out  for  a  while,  leaving  Shems- 
ud-dm  alone  at  the  bedside.  He  held  the 
hand  of  his  daughter,  a  bird's  claw  for  thinness. 
No  word  passed  till  Alia  said  earnestly — 

"  O  my  father  !  " 

Shems-ud-din  quickened  instantly  out  of 
his  half-abstraction.  His  brain  throbbing  with 
intensity  of  interest,  he  answered — 

"  What  is  there,  O  my  daughter  ? " 

"  There  is  this,  my  father  :  I  fear  much  to 
die.  I  fear  the  great  darkness  and  the  loneli- 
ness. Thou  knowest  how  I  always  have  feared 
to  be  alone  in  darkness,  how  I  feel  a  jinni 
clutch  me,  and  I  scream.  O  my  dearest,  O 
Allah,  what  shall  I  do  in  a  darkness  which  has 
no  boundary,  in  a  silence  whence  no  scream  is 
ever  heard  ? " 

She  clasped  her  father's  arm  and  clung  to 
it,  trembling.  Shems-ud-dm,  leaning  over  her, 
heartrent  by  the  horror  in  her  dilated  eyes, 
ransacked  his  brain  for  words  to  calm  her. 

"  Take  comfort,  O  beloved ! "  he  whispered. 
"  Doubtless  there  is  a  place  for  thee  in  the 
garden  of  Allah." 
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"Yes,  O  my  father.  Think  not  I  forget 
all  instruction.  But  that  paradise  is  a  shadowy 
place.  It  seems  to  me,  as  I  lie  here  and  think, 
that  a  doubt  encircles  it.  It  is  but  a  shadow 
of  that  sure  and  glorious  one  reserved  for  men. 
Hear  now  my  prayer,  O  my  father ;  it  is  for 
that  I  called  to  thee.  When  thou,  judged 
righteous,  art  with  the  blessed,  deign  to 
remember  me,  thy  daughter,  and  ask  of  Allah 
the  favour  of  my  presence  with  thee.  The 
dark-eyed  maids  will  not  hate  me,  for  I  am 
thy  daughter ;  and  it  is  allowed  thee  to  ask 
for  a  woman  dear  to  thee  on  the  earth." 

"Thou   art   no  woman   of   mine,   in   that 


sense " 


"  Hush,  O  my  father !  Ask  only.  Make 
petition.  Is  not  His  mercy  boundless  ?  Oh, 
how  I  have  longed  to  know  that  place,  the 
talking  fruit,  the  tree,  the  wondrous  birds, 
and  the  voice  melodious,  and  the  joy  in  God's 
presence.  Promise  to  ask  for  me,  and  my 
fear  will  be  much  less." 

"  If  Allah  will,  if  at  the  last  day  I  be  judged 
fit  for  salvation,  then  be  sure  I  will  fulfil  thy 
petition,  O  light  of  my  eyes ! " 

With  a  sigh  of  relief,  she  loosed  hold  of 
him  and  sank  back  upon  the  pillows,  closing  her 
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eyes.  It  was  some  time  ere  she  again  opened 
them.  Then,  meeting  her  father's  troubled 
gaze,  she  smiled  languidly,  almost  voluptuously. 

"  Be  not  too  sorrowful,  O  my  dear !  May 
Allah  reward  that  kind  thought  of  thine  which 
brought  me  hither.  Here  is  like  paradise.  It 
is  part  of  my  fear  to  die  that  I  must  leave  this 
pleasant  room — of  a  light  subdued,  yet  how 
cheerful ! — and  the  pure  sweet  odours,  and 
the  loving  tendance.  But  what  matter  !  All  is 
allotted."  She  paused  before  adding  in  a  more 
detached  strain,  as  though  trying  to  view  her- 
self through  strange  eyes  :  "  Knowest  thou,  O 
my  father,  that,  did  it  please  Allah  to  preserve 
me  in  life,  I  think  I  should  pray  thee  to  give 
me  to  this  good  hakim  and  not  to  Shibli. 
When  I  suffer  pain,  the  hakim  needs  but  to 
look  on  me  and  it  is  gone.  His  touch  is  gentle, 
and  his  eyes  are  not  as  the  eyes  of  Shibli,  but 
rather  resemble  thine,  O  my  father " 

She  broke  off  suddenly,  for  just  then  the 
door  of  the  room  opened  and  the  hakim  himself 
entered,  followed  by  Fatmeh  and  an  unveiled 
woman  who  also  waited  upon  Alia. 

Shems-ud-din  withdrew.  He  knew  now 
that  the  hakim  had  told  truth  when  he  said 
that  the  end  was  very  near.  He  saw  his 
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late  torpor  of  enjoyment,  and  the  still  evident 
delight  of  Fatmeh,  in  their  true  colours,  the 
colours  of  the  sunset  hour,  the  fairest  of  the 
day,  the  gate  of  night.  The  sun  of  a  blinding 
love  drew  near  his  setting. 

Going  down  into  the  court,  he  spoke  with 
Zeyd  and  the  two  old  negroes  till  the  hakim 
came  forth  from  Alia,  when  he  ran  and  clutched 
his  raiment. 

"  Let  me  talk  with  thee,  O  lord  of  bounty ! " 

"  Willingly.  We  will  go  to  the  housetop  ; 
it  is  pleasant  at  this  hour." 

On  the  housetop,  moving  in  the  blaze  of 
the  sinking  sun,  the  Frank  explained  to  Shems- 
ud-din,  as  well  as  his  knowledge  of  the  Arabic 
would  permit,  the  nature  and  peculiar  symptoms 
of  Alia's  malady.  It  was  incurable,  he  had  said 
so  from  the  first.  He  had  done  what  man  could 
to  relieve  the  pain  of  it,  and  increase  by  a  little 
the  number  of  her  days.  There  was  nothing 
more  on  earth  that  he  could  do.  Even  sup- 
posing she  might  live,  which  was  impossible, 
the  mere  life  deprived  of  certain  organs  would 
be  ghastly  torture,  no  blessing,  but  a  very 
curse. 

Shems-ud-dm,  hearing  him  theorize  thus, 
and  mistaking  the  tenor  of  his  jumbled  words, 
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on  a  sudden  wave  of  longing  forgot  even 
Allah  Most  High.  From  his  sinful  heart 
he  cried — 

"  Save  but  the  life  of  her,  the  life  alone ! 
She  dead,  what  have  I  left  on  earth  to  care  for  ?  " 

Almost  fiercely,  he  gripped  the  wrist  of  the 
Frank,  repeating— 

"Save  but  the  life,  O  best  of  physicians, 
and  may  Allah  bless  thee  ever  ! " 

But  the  name  of  Allah,  glaring  in  that  con- 
nection, showed  him  in  a  flash  the  vanity,  the 
gross  impiety,  of  his  behaviour.  H  eart-humbled , 
he  let  go  the  arm  of  the  Frank.  His  head 
drooped,  tears  filled  his  eyes. 

The  Frank  beheld  his  frenzy  and  the  con- 
sequent collapse  with  more  of  pity  than  surprise. 
He  said — 

"  Thou  understandest  not.  I  can  do  nothing 
more  than  is  done  already.  Stay  here  awhile. 
Let  the  air  refresh  thee.  I  descend  once  more 
into  the  house." 

He  then  embarked  upon  some  statement 
beyond  his  command  of  language  to  express. 
Shems-ud-din  gathered  from  a  word  caught 
here  and  there  that  this  Frank  was  censured 
of  other  Nazarenes  for  receiving  the  girl  in 
his  house,  even  as  he  himself  had  earned  the 
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reproach  of  other  Muslims  by  allowing  her  to 
lie  there.  The  sheykh  could  only  thank  him 
with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

The  sun's  chin  touched  the  outer  roofs  to 
westward.  On  that  side,  the  city  seemed  of 
hewn  shadow  up  against  a  fire ;  on  the  other, 
ruddy  light  held  all  the  terraces,  with  shadow 
only  in  their  crannies  which  were  streets. 
Shems-ud-dln,  seated  on  a  high  roof,  was 
aware  vaguely  of  a  conflagration  of  all  heaven. 
He  thought  on  the  last  day,  when  the  sun  shall 
drop  so  near  that  the  brains  of  the  wicked 
shall  boil  like  water.  He  remained  unconscious 
of  the  attendance  of  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas 
who,  seeing  the  Frank  descend,  had  crept  up 
stealthily,  not  to  be  defrauded  of  a  moment 
of  that  blest  companionship  which  fed  his  soul. 

Not  until  the  sun  had  long  set,  and  Shems- 
ud-din  had  said  his  prayers,  did  Zeyd  venture 
to  assert  his  presence  by  a  sigh  and  a  rustling 
movement. 

"  Is  it  thou,  O  father  of  kindness  ?  "  asked 
the  sheykh,  dreamily. 

And  Zeyd,  proud  to  answer  to  so  sweet 
a  name,  said — 

"  It  is  none  other,  O  my  master." 

"  Do  a  kindness,  O  my  friend.     Go  down, 
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I  pray  thee,  and  inquire  in  the  house  if  my 
daughter  wakes  and  would  see  me." 

"  On  my  head,"  answered  Zeyd,  at  once 
rising.  It  seemed  but  a  second  to  Shems-ud- 
din  ere  the  same  voice  said,  "Thy  daughter 
sleeps.  The  Frank  has  given  her  a  soothing 
potion." 

"  Blest  are  thy  tidings.  Then  I  wait  here 
till  Mas  shall  call  me." 


XIX 

OHEMS-UD-DIN  fell  back  on  reverie. 
O  Above  the  black  gauze  veil  of  earth,  the 
stars  beat  slumbrously.  Across  the  terraced 
roofs  came  the  voice  of  one  singing,  with  the 
twang  of  a  lute.  The  song  was  all  of  love. 
Now  it  rose  to  a  frenzied  howl,  now  sank  to  a 
passionate  moan.  From  time  to  time,  among 
the  hidden  ways  beneath,  a  strife  of  dogs 
broke  out,  raged  noisily  for  a  space,  and  then 
subsided. 

A  great  weariness  beset  the  sheykh — the 
accumulated  claims  of  all  the  nights  and  days 
when  he  had  shunned  repose.  Though  he 
wrestled  with  it,  aware  that  now,  more  than 
ever,  there  was  call  to  watch,  little  by  little 
that  lassitude  overpowered  him.  He  beheld 
the  star-flecked  sky  for  a  while  fitfully,  as  if  a 
curtain  flapped  between  it  and  his  eyes.  Then 
he  saw  no  more  of  sky,  or  stars,  or  darkness 
veiling  the  face  of  earth. 

He  dreamed. 
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He  sat  again  in  his  shop  in  the  small 
bazaar,  with  hands  outspread  over  the  brazier. 
He  heard  the  chime  of  camel-bells.  Some  one 
spoke  behind  him,  when,  turning,  he  beheld  an 
afrit  of  baleful  aspect,  having  eyes  of  flame. 
And  what  that  devil  bade  him  do,  that  perforce 
he  did,  though  well  knowing  that  it  was  against 
his  own  soul. 

At  blush  of  day  he  set  out  from  his  small 
white  city  of  the  tawny  hills,  and  the  people 
thronged  about  him,  called  him  holy,  cried  to 
him  for  a  blessing.  And  he  blessed  them — 
he,  the  slave  of  evil.  The  welkin  rang  with 
laughter  of  foul  fiends. 

He  stood  beneath  the  dying  tree,  denounc- 
ing Fatmeh  as  in  righteous  anger.  And  as  the 
woman  writhed  in  anguish  at  his  feet,  a  voice 
came  from  within  the  litter,  "  Is  the  woman's 
sin  above  thine?  Hast  not  thou  recourse  to 
another  than  Allah,  a  creature  no  more  potent 
than  this  tree  ? " 

He  fell  down  and  strove  to  pray.  But  his 
prayer  went  crooked,  turned  away  from  God. 
That  jinni  was  at  his  ear,  distracting  him. 

So  he  arose  and  went  his  way  through  the 
tainted  air.  Friends  turned  to  foes.  Old 
friends  grinned  aside,  mocking  him. 
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Then  came  one  who  mistook  him  for  a 
saint — a  poor  man,  good  and  faithful.  He 
longed  to  undeceive  him,  but  could  not,  the 
devil  preventing. 

He  stood  in  the  smiling  court  of  the 
Frank's  house.  He  knelt ;  he  prostrated  him- 
self ;  he  offered  gifts ;  he  prayed  to  that  un- 
believer in  place  of  Allah  ;  wide  awake  to  the 
sin  he  thus  committed,  yet  constrained  thereto 
by  the  evil  thing  possessing  him. 

"  Save  but  the  life  !  but  the  life  alone ! "  he 
cried ;  and  the  infidel,  though  something  loth, 
consented. 

Abd-ur- Rahman,  Shibli,  Hassan — all  old 
friends  forsook  him.  Only  that  simple  one, 
who  believed  in  him,  still  clung  to  him  with 
reverence.  The  aged  Chief  of  the  Learned, 
all  wise  men,  remonstrated  with  him.  He  saw 
their  mouths  open  and  shut,  he  felt  their  dis- 
approval ;  but  his  mind  made  nothing  of  what 
they  said. 

"Save  but  the  life!"  he  cried  in  their 
defiance. 

He  sat  in  a  chamber  of  the  Frank's  house 
and  waited,  his  soul  racked  with  suspense. 
The  chair  on  which  he  sat  proved  an  instru- 
ment of  torture,  crushing  both  his  feet. 
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Suddenly,  a  man  moved  in  the  room 
with  him,  supporting  something  with  both 
hands. 

"  The  life  is  saved,  O  sheykh,  the  life  only. 
See  it  here  before  thee." 

The  speaker  turned,  revealing  the  earth- 
hued  face,  the  eyes  of  flame,  of  that  same  jinni 
who  had  beguiled  him  at  the  first.  His  laugh 
had  the  rattle  of  dry  bones  as  he  repeated — 
"  Behold  what  it  is,  the  life  only !  " 

Then  he  looked  and  saw  two  wooden  boxes 
united  by  a  thin  cord,  which  writhed  and 
twisted  between  them  like  a  living  worm.  The 
tops  of  the  boxes  also  seemed  alive,  for  they 
rose  and  fell  regularly  like  the  breast  of  a 
sleeper.  He  stared  terror-stricken,  fixed  to 
that  accursed  chair.  He  saw  his  poor  disciple 
approach  the  life  and  lift  both  hands  in  admira- 
tion of  the  rare  contrivance.  He  realized  the 
stupendous  mockery  of  the  hope,  inspired  by 
devils,  which  had  led  him  on  through  sin  after 
sin — for  this. 

Then,  as  he  glowered  upon  that  fruit  of 
evil,  the  pulse  of  the  barren  life  grew  faint  and 
fainter,  the  cord  more  languid  in  its  twistings. 
In  dread  lest  even  that  should  escape  him,  by  a 
mighty  effort  he  wrenched  himself  free  of  the 
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chair.  Men  seized  him,  wrestled  with  him,  but 
he  broke  away,  crying — 

"  O  Allah,  mercy  !     It  is  the  life." 

There  came  a  shock,  a  flood  of  darkness. 
The  stars  shone  above  him,  among  them  the 
waning  moon,  late  risen,  like  a  flower's  curled 
petal.  Some  one  bent  over  him,  grasping  his 
shoulder.  A  woman's  wail  came  from  below, 
in  the  house. 

"  Allah  witness,  Zeyd  and  I  have  striven 
hard  to  wake  thee,  O  my  master.  It  is  now 
too  late.  Thou  hearest  that  voice  of  woe,  the 
voice  of  Fatmeh.  Peace  to  the  beloved.  She 
is  but  now  dead." 

"  Praise  be  to  Allah  !  What  is  the 
hour  ? " 

"  It  nears  the  dawn,  O  my  master." 

"It  is  seemly  that  we  make  arrangements 
for  her  burial  this  day.  Allah  forbid  that  I 
should  trespass  any  longer  upon  the  kindness 
of  this  stranger.  I  will  make  him  a  suitable 
present,  and  then,  having  buried  the  body  of 
my  soul,  we  will  return  to  our  own  place." 

"  Spare  thyself  all  concern,"  said  Mas, 
gently.  "Ismail,  the  doorkeeper,  is  more 
skilled  than  we  are  in  the  ways  of  this  city. 
And  he  values  thee  above  all  living  men.  He 
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will  bargain  for  a  plot  of  ground,  and  smooth 
the  way  of  thy  grief  before  thee." 

"  May  Allah  give  peace  to  him  and  to 
thee !  Nevertheless,  I  shall  go  with  him  to 
direct  his  judgement." 

In  all  the  words  of  Shems-ud-din  there  was 
now  a  note  of  decision,  almost  cheerful,  much  at 
variance  with  his  recent  listless  sorrow.  Mas 
and  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas  marvelled  at  his  might  of 
resignation. 


XX 

IMPELLED  more  by  shame  than  prudence, 
A  Hassan  Agha  lay  perdue  with  his  men  two 
days  and  nights  after  his  outwitting  by  the 
garrison  of  El  Cuds.  The  hours  of  sunlight 
were  spent  in  lounging  about  the  village  of 
Zeyd's  wife's  relation,  sitting  smoking  in  the 
shade  of  the  olive-yards,  or  under  screen  of 
a  rock  in  the  wady  ;  glozing  over  their  defeat 
until,  to  the  mind's  eye,  it  wore  the  hue  of 
misfortune,  and  they  were  no  more  shamed. 

At  break  of  the  third  day,  when  Hassan 
awoke  and  stretched  himself,  his  host,  already 
afoot,  announced  his  mind  to  go  presently  to 
the  city  and  visit  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas. 
His  desire  was  not,  he  confessed,  so  much 
to  see  Zeyd  himself,  who  was  a  poor  man 
like  another,  as  to  greet  once  more  that  holy 
one  by  whom  his  house  was  honoured,  to 
inquire  of  his  health  and  obtain  his  blessing. 

"Thy  desire  is  my  own,"  said  Hassan, 
yawning  audibly.  "  Wait  a  little  and  we  will 
go  together,  thou  and  I  and  all  my  people." 
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A  little  later,  the  peasant  having  mounted 
a  light-coloured  ass,  they  rode  over  the  hill, 
a  goodly  company.  Every  one  of  Hassan's 
band  was  there,  not  excepting  the  Thief,  who 
instead  of  boots  wore  bandages,  tied  for  him 
by  AH  who  boasted  some  skill  in  surgery. 

"What?  You  return  to  school,  all  of 
you  ?  "  cried  a  soldier  in  the  city  gate.  "  Is 
it  possible  that  you  need  a  second  lesson  ?  " 

Masking  discomfort  beneath  a  genial  smile, 
Hassan  cried  peace  on  the  merry  rogue. 

The  street  within  was  crowded,  obliging 
them  to  ride  slowly  in  single  file.  The  sun, 
risen  clear  of  the  roofs,  was  hot  overhead  ; 
and  the  honeycomb  of  whitish  stone  seemed 
an  oven  constructed  on  purpose  to  retain  and 
diffuse  the  heat.  It  was  hotter  than  high  noon, 
for  noon  is  ever  tempered  by  some  breeze. 

They  rode  to  the  khan  and  there  dismounted, 
stabling  their  horses  with  the  aid  and  blessing 
of  a  ragged  ostler.  The  host  came  forth  like- 
wise and  blessed  them.  By  Allah,  it  enlivened 
all  things  to  behold  them  once  again.  What 
had  become  of  the  excellent  sheykh,  their 
friend  ?  His  horse,  his  two  mules,  and  the 
donkey  of  his  companion,  were  yet,  they  might 
see,  in  the  stable.  But  for  three  whole  days, 
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to-day  the  fourth,  he  had  not  been  vouchsafed 
a  glimpse  of  the  sheykh  himself.  True,  an 
old  negro  whom  he  knew  not — a  taciturn  black 
dog — had  come  yesterday  and  brought  him 
money  on  the  sheykh's  behalf.  But  he  was 
not  one  to  think  only  of  gain.  By  Allah,  no ! 
He  liked  to  see  his  patrons  each  day,  to 
exchange  greetings  with  them,  and  assure 
himself  they  were  happy. 

"  Doubtless  we  shall  find  him  by  the 
sanctuary,"  suggested  Shibli,  in  an  undertone  ; 
whereupon,  taking  leave  of  the  host,  they 
trooped  towards  the  Sacred  Close.  In  their 
midst,  Zeyd's  wife's  relation  carried  a  jar  of 
dried  fuits,  and  a  bag  of  olives  for  an  offering 
to  the  saint's  glory. 

Outside  the  circuit  hallowed  from  of  yore, 
near  the  foot  of  a  flight  of  steps,  sat  a  very 
aged  man  in  converse  with  another  not  so  old. 
The  pair  sat  cross-legged  against  the  wall  of  a 
fair  white  shrine  whose  shadow  covered  them. 
Hard  by,  a  withered  tree  veined  the  ground 
with  deep  blue  shade. 

"  It  is  the  Chief  of  the  Learned  !  "  exclaimed 
Shibli,  with  bated  breath.  Running  forward,  he 
did  obeisance  to  the  elder  of  the  two  seated.  The 
younger  rose  in  acknowledgment  of  the  civility. 
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"  Who  is  there,  O  my  brother  ?  "  quavered 
the  sage,  whose  eyes  were  dim.  "  Who  is  he 
that  hails  me  thus  by  name  ?  My  ears  detect 
the  footsteps  of  a  crowd.  Doubtless  they  are 
pilgrims  to  the  sanctuary — none  like  it  under 
heaven,  save  only  the  House  of  God  which 
is  in  Mekka.  The  mercy  of  Allah  upon  you, 
O  true  believers !  Forgive  me  though  I 
remain  seated.  I  am  old  and  somewhat  feeble, 
O  my  children." 

But  when  Shibli  humbly  submitted  that 
they  were  not  come  now  as  pilgrims,  but 
simply  in  quest  of  the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-dm, 
that  old  man  put  off  the  divine,  exclaiming 
with  interest — 

"  You  seek  that  good  man,  that  marvel  of 
instruction  ?  You  are  his  companions  of  the 
road  ?  Then  are  you  entitled  to  a  second 
welcome  from  me.  You  ask,  where  is  he  now  ? 
Ah,  of  that  I  cannot  certify  you.  Within  this 
hour  he  left  me — he  and  the  poor  man  who 
cleaves  to  him,  'and  a  whitebeard  Ethiopian, 
his  servant — saying  he  would  go  and  visit  his 
daughter's  grave." 

"  Is  the  girl  then  dead  and  buried  ?"  The 
Circassians  murmured  of  consternation. 

"  Have  you  not    heard  ?     Like    many   of 
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our  human  ills,  it  is  in  truth  a  blessing.  For 
had  Allah  granted  life  to  that  girl,  our  friend 
had  deemed  her  rescued  by  the  Frank,  and  so 
been  confirmed  in  an  error  of  which  I  strove 
oft  to  disabuse  him,  namely :  that  it  can  be 
lawful  to  frequent  an  obstinate  unbeliever  and 
to  put  faith  in  him — aye,  even  a  faith  beyond 
that  in  one's  own  kindred,  making  him  the 
keeper  of  a  young  girl  that  was  a  virgin, 
ascribing  to  him  that  power  of  life  and  death 
which  is  the  prerogative  of  God  alone.  Have 
we  not  cause  to  rejoice  that  so  great  and  in- 
sidious an  error  is  rooted  out  ere  it  could 
corrupt  the  heart  of  a  man  the  best  that  draws 
breath  ? 

"  I  praise  Allah  hourly  for  His  compassion 
in  enforcing  the  argument  which  I,  His  humble 
bondman,  could  not  persuade  our  excellent 
sheykh  so  much  as  to  hear  with  tolerance. 
His  mind  is  changed,  thanks  to  Allah!  He 
now  owns  his  sin.  In  return,  I  invited  him 
to  lead  the  morning  prayer.  .  .  .  Praise  to 
Allah  !  ...  But  what  is  here  ?  What  wouldst 
thou?" 

Zeyd's  wife's  relation,  hearing  such  heavenly 
words,  and  weary  of  for  ever  carrying  a  pot  of 
dried  fruits  and  a  bag  of  olives,  had  laid  those 
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gifts  at  the  sage's  feet,  himself  with  them  in 
prayer  for  their  acceptance. 

"  What  is  this  ?  Thou  bringest  gifts — thou 
whose  speech  is  of  the  poorest !  The  poor 
inherit  the  privileges  of  the  rich,  who  nowadays 
have  forsworn  liberality.  From  the  hand  of 
Allah  thou  shalt  get  reward.  Hereafter  thou 
shalt  taste  the  fruits  of  paradise,  basking  in 
shade,  and  to  the  strains  of  an  exquisite  music." 

"  O  Glory  !  O  Holiness !  I  am  thy  debtor 
till  the  Last  Day ! "  cried  the  fellah,  at  so  rich  a 
promise.  Snuffling,  with  streaming  eyes,  he 
went  after  the  Circassians. 

Once  more  they  plunged  into  the  city's 
stifled  ways. 

"  This  is  like  hunting  a  partridge  among 
the  hills.  '  Here  he  was  a  minute  since  ;'  and 
now,  behold !  he  has  flitted  across  the  wady. 
For  him  but  a  spread  of  the  wings,  for  me 
an  hour's  rough  walking  ! "  muttered  Hassan, 
wiping  his  brow.  For  a  pace  he  strode  in 
silence,  frowning  moodily.  All  at  once  he 
cried  out :  "  Is  that  an  English  physician  ?  I 
think  not  by  Allah !  The  English  physician 
swears  by  his  word,  but  this  dog  is  a  cun- 
ning liar.  In  like  manner,  seeming  most 
upright,  making  grave  promises,  did  their 
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knowing  ones  deliver  up  our  land  to  the 
Muscovite.  May  Allah  destroy  that  nation 
and  blot  out  the  remembrance  of  it  from  on 
earth !  Behold  us  perfectly  befooled !  May 
Allah  burn  that  infidel !  He  received  the 
girl  into  his  house,  he  made  a  covenant  with 
us  to  heal  her.  He  took  our  gifts,  and  much 
money  from  the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-dm.  And 
now  he  has  killed  the  girl.  Doubtless  he 
had  deflowered  her  secretly,  and  so  dared  not 
leave  her  in  life." 

From  further  exposition  he  was  diverted 
by  a  cry  most  bitter,  the  cry  of  one  struck 
down  by  a  treacherous  blow. 

"  Woe,  woe  on  me  !  .  .  .  The  pride  of 
my  house — that  ancient  garment !  It  is  made 
nothing ;  it  is  despised,  defiled  !  It  is  passed 
from  one  dog  to  another !  .  .  .  O  dishonour  ! 
.  .  .  O  Lord,  let  me  slay  that  infidel !  O 
Allah,  destroy  his  house  with  fire  this  minute  ! 
.  .  .  Him  and  the  black  hog,  I  will  kill  them 
both.  Have  they  not  earned  death  ?  .  .  .  Ah, 
woe  !  woe ! " 

Nesib  the  Thief  had  broken  away  from 
the  cherishing  arm  of  Ali,  his  sworn  brother, 
and  now  stood  unsteadily,  with  hands  upraised 
to  a  strip  of  sky,  shrieking  curses  and  blubbering 
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by  turns.  His  face  was  convulsed  with  anguish. 
Ali  hovered  near  with  soothing  words,  ready  to 
catch  the  rocking  cripple  should  he  fall. 

"  Right  is  with  the  Thief,"  cried  Hassan, 
loudly.  "  It  is  one  thing  to  be  fooled  by  Abd- 
ur- Rahman — a  child  of  our  house ;  but  by  an 
unbeliever,  with  whom  we  dealt  too  honourably, 
that  is  quite  another.  For  the  name  of  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-dm,  for  our  own  good  name, 
it  behoves  us  to  take  vengeance.  Y' Allah ! 
To  his  house,  O  my  children  1 " 

Already  upon  the  shouting,  strange  forms 
had  come  about  them,  strange  voices  asked  of 
the  matter.  When,  at  Hassan's  exhortation, 
they  surged  onward,  a  crowd,  three  parts  Chris- 
tian, of  facile  sympathizers  went  with  them. 
The  Thief,  still  weeping  passionately,  sub- 
mitted once  more  to  the  tender  solicitude  of 
his  sworn  brother.  The  aged  relative  of  Zeyd 
ebn  Abbcis  had  disappeared. 

They  had  not  far  to  go.  One  quiet  alley 
and  a  short  tunnel  brought  them  into  the  way 
which  led  past  the  door  of  the  Frank.  In  the 
manner  of  a  stone  rolled  downward,  they 
gained  momentum  from  the  fact  of  moving. 
The  murmur  of  their  indignation  swelled  to 
a  roar. 
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Between  the  high,  blank  walls,  one  light, 
one  shadowed,  a  solitary  man  was  seen  running 
for  dear  life.  It  was  the  sherbet-seller  who, 
finding  his  quiet  lane  the  highway  of  a  yelling 
rout,  had  forgotten  his  stall  of  cooling  drinks. 

The  mob  swayed  and  eddied  for  a  moment 
ere  it  broke  upon  the  door  of  the  Frank 
physician.  All  who  could  come  at  it  beat 
upon  that  door ;  many  more,  out  of  sympathy, 
beat  the  surrounding  wall. 

"  Open,  open,  O  cursed  heathen !  Down 
with  the  door!  The  door  yields  not.  Bring 
fire.  Who  has  fire?" 

A  woman's  voice  squealed  within.  The 
assailants  paused  to  hear  what  was  said. 

"What  is  this,  forsooth?  Merciful  Allah, 
are  these  manners  ?  '  A  thousand  knock-knock- 
knocks  and  no  salam  aleykum.'  Ismail  is  out. 
I  will  not  open.  I  shall  tell  of  you  to  the 
hakim." 

At  that  the  hammering,  the  shouts  and  the 
yells,  redoubled,  till  of  a  sudden  some  one 
cried,  "  Look  up ! "  and  all  eyes  sought  the 
roof-line.  There,  leaning  on  the  parapet,  was 
the  hakim  himself.  He  held  a  gun,  not  pointed 
menacingly,  but  simply,  as  it  seemed,  for  their 
inspection. 
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"  Go,  or  I  shoot !  "  he  cried. 

Even  as  he  spoke,  a  knife  whizzed  so  near 
as  to  graze  his  cheek.  The  muzzles  of  a  dozen 
guns  commanded  him.  Then  some  stones 
flew  up  ;  but  by  that  time  he  was  no  more  seen. 

"  Ha,  ha !  He  is  an  old  woman,  this  great 
hakim  ! "  shouted  Hassan.  "  Another  kind  of 
English  led  the  fight  at  Kars.  This  is  no 
better  than  some  skulking  townsman.  O 
shame,  to  bear  the  insult  of  such  an  one  !  " 

Derisive  laughter  mingled  with  the  howl  of 
execration.  But,  realizing  that  the  business 
was  like  to  go  beyond  a  frolic,  many  Christians 
and  other  chance  allies  began  to  edge  away. 

"  Bring  fire !  Burn  the  door !  Make  fire 
the  bawwab  ! "  cried  one  of  the  Circassians. 

At  once  the  more  zealous  of  his  comrades 
tried  to  coax  a  flame  by  means  of  foreign 
matches  and  rags  torn  from  their  own  clothing. 
But  already  the  more  lukewarm  were  dropping 
off.  The  sight  of  some  running  made  others 
run.  The  panic  became  general.  Hassan  did 
not  hinder  the  flight.  He  considered  enough 
had  been  done  for  the  present  to  scare  the 
Frank. 

"  Stop  running !  Scatter !  scatter ! "  he 
shouted  for  their  instruction. 
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In  a  moment,  had  the  watch  appeared, 
they  would  have  found  no  mob,  but  divers 
groups  of  men  walking  inoffensively — nay, 
timidly — in  divers  directions.  Like  a  sand- 
storm in  the  desert  of  the  south,  the  riot  had 
arisen,  raged,  and  was  clean  gone,  all  in  a 
short  quarter  of  an  hour. 

"  Where  is  our  good  fellah  ?  Where  AH? 
Where  Nesib?"  said  Hassan  to  Shibli,  who 
had  clung  to  him  throughout  the  tumult. 
"  Small  wonder  if  some  were  swept  astray  by 
that  sudden  blast.  Allah  pardon  !  Saw  man 
ever  the  like  of  it  ?  " 

He  proceeded  to  make  inquiry  of  those  he 
saw  stationary  in  the  markets,  if  any  one  had 
seen  a  tall  old  man  of  a  noble  countenance, 
attended  by  one  who  seemed  a  beggar  in  all 
respects,  saving  only  that  he  did  not  beg.  At 
last  one  answered — 

"  I  have  seen  the  very  man ;  and  with 
them  a  lean  old  negro  who  kept  grinning  with- 
out mirth/'  and  pointed  out  which  road  the 
three  had  taken. 


XXI 

NESIB  the  Thief  was  left  before  the  house 
of  the  physician.  Unable  to  run  or  help 
himself  because  of  his  injured  legs,  he  must 
have  been  knocked  down  and  trampled  in  that 
panic  rush  but  for  the  tender  care  of  Ali,  who 
fought  manfully  to  protect  him.  But  the  Thief 
himself  was  blind  to  the  danger  escaped,  blind 
to  everything  except  his  own  cruel  shame  in 
dishonour.  He  kept  sobbing  convulsively, 
breaking  out  at  intervals  into  a  fit  of  wild 
lamentation,  which  pierced  to  the  very  entrails 
of  Ali,  who  loved  him  as  his  soul. 

For  fear  lest  troops  should  come  and  sur- 
prise them,  alone  and  unprotected,  on  the  scene 
of  riot,  Ali  helped  his  suffering  love  to  shelter 
in  an  archway  further  up  the  alley,  and  there 
ensconced  him  in  the  seat  of  the  sherbet- 
seller,  behind  the  stall  of  cooling  drinks.  Re- 
moving a  lemon  which  served  as  stopper  to  one 
of  the  large  bottles  upon  the  board,  he  poured 
out  drink  for  his  more  than  brother  into  a  cup 
that  was  there,  in  the  hope  to  soothe  him. 

254 
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Nesib  took  the  cup,  duteously ;  but,  when 
he  would  have  sipped  thereof,  the  tide  of  grief 
overcame  him,  and  he  turned  his  face  to  the 
wall.  The  cup  would  have  fallen  had  not  AH 
caught  it.  The  heart-broken  voice  of  the 
beloved  cut  his  bones. 

"O  Allah,  kill  me!  Have  I  not  reached 
the  nadir  of  infamy  ?  Are  not  my  legs  broken, 
both  of  them  ?  Was  not  my  hand  bit  in  two  of 
a  fat  one?  Did  not  earth  open  and  swallow 
me  ?  Fell  not  the  lot  on  me  that  I  should  lose 
my  horse  ?  O  Lord,  have  I  not  borne  enough 
already  ;  but  must  the  honour  of  my  house  be 
defiled  by  infidels,  breakers  of  faith,  ravishers, 
murderers  ?  And  now  I  have  lost  the  knife  I 
can  never  replace — to  no  purpose,  for  it  struck 
him  not.  O  Allah,  avenge  me  quickly,  or  I 
die !  Ah,  woe!  woe !  woe  !  " 

Ali  knelt  beside  the  weeper.  He  took 
Nesib's  head  upon  his  breast.  Tender  as  a 
mother  with  her  sucking-babe,  he  wiped  the 
slaver  from  moustache  and  beard  ;  straightened 
the  turban,  smoothed  the  puckered  brow  ; 
weeping,  he  also,  and  saying — 

"  O  the  sin  of  them  !  May  Allah  destroy 
those  wicked  ones  who  have  brought  such  grief 
upon  my  dear !  But  say  not  '  I  am  helpless/ 
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while  thou  hast  a  brother.  Is  not  Ali  whole  ? 
Are  Ali's  two  legs  broken?  Is  not  all  that 
pertains  to  Ali  thine  always  to  command, 
employ  ?  Has  not  Ali  a  knife,  own  brother  to 
that  thou  didst  throw  ?  See,  here ;  take, 
examine  it ;  it  is  thine  ! " 

Nesib's  limp  fingers  closed  upon  the  knife, 
and  in  gazing  down  at  it  his  face  straightened. 
He  seemed  attracted  by  its  flashing  brilliance. 
But  presently,  when  Ali  thought  him  comforted, 
his  face  knit  once  more  to  weeping,  and,  with  a 
moan,  "  I  cannot  stab  with  it,  but  only  throw 
it  at  a  venture,"  he  pushed  it  from  him. 

"  O  Allah,  look  on  him  !  O  Lord,  punish 
the  miscreants  who  have  made  him  thus ! " 
cried  Ali,  beside  himself. 

He  caught  up  the  knife  and  held  it  close 
under  the  eyes  of  Nesib,  who  had  turned  his 
face  to  the  sunlight,  but  saw  nothing  through 
the  rain  of  grief. 

"  See,  I  hold  this  knife — I,  Ali,  thy  sworn 
brother.  The  knife  is  thine,  I  am  thy  right 
arm.  I  abide  here  with  thee ;  I  watch  the 
alley.  Whichever  comes,  the  black  or  his 
master,  I  slay  with  this  knife,  the  knife  of 
Nesib  ;  with  this  arm,  the  arm  of  Nesib  ;  in 
the  name  of  Nesib,  under  Allah.  So  shall  thy 
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wrongs    be    avenged.      Art    content,    O    my 
eyes  ? " 

Nesib  nodded,  speechless.  He  grew  calmer 
after  that.  For  minutes  together  he  watched 
the  sunny  lane  with  scarce  a  sob  ;  but  then  the 
grief  which  gnawed  his  vitals  would  again 
assert  itself,  and  Ali  would  break  forth  again  in 
imprecations,  and  renew  his  oath  of  vengeance. 

"See,  I  pull  off  my  boots,'1  he  said. 
"  There  shall  be  no  warning,  no  betraying  foot- 
step. The  dog  shall  fall  suddenly  as  by  the 
hand  of  Allah/7 

He  dragged  off  the  home-made  boots  of 
goatskin,  which  he  wore  for  riding,  and  set 
them  before  Nesib  to  perfect  assurance. 

"  Hush  !  One  approaches.  I  hear  the 
voice  of  slippers." 

Peeping  cautiously  out,  Ali  drew  back 
quickly. 

"  It  is  the  black.  He  hastens.  He  has 
heard  of  the  tumult !  Let  us  hide  behind  the 
stall  a  moment.  Quick,  I  help  thee !  Y'Allah  ! 
He  is  acquainted  with  the  sherbet-seller." 

"  I  would  fain  see  him,"  whispered  Nesib, 
stifling  a  sob. 

The  footsteps  paused  before  the  entry,  the 
negro  looking  for  his  old  acquaintance,  but  they 
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quickly  went  on.     Ali    stole  forth,  crouching, 
swift  and  noiseless  as  a  leopard  to  the  spring. 

The  Thief  heard  a  gurgled  cry,  then  three 
long  groans,  ere  Ali  crept  back  out  of  the  sun- 
shine, and  placed  in  his  hands  the  dagger, 
warm  and  wet. 

Still  sobbing  a  little,  reminiscently,  Nesib 
took  the  dagger  and  surveyed  it  lovingly,  strok- 
ing and  fondling  it  in  his  lap. 

11  It  is  finished  !     Art  content,  O  beloved  ?  " 

"  May  thy  goods  increase,  O  Ali,  O  my  dear 
brother ! "  murmured  the  Thief,  still  gloating 
on  the  bloody  knife.  Then,  on  a  sudden 
prompting,  he  stretched  out  his  arms  and 
caught  Ali  to  his  breast  in  a  passionate 
embrace. 

It  was  Ali's  turn  to  weep  convulsively. 
They  clung  together,  sobbing  for  joy  in  their 
mutual  devotion. 

"  Now  let  us  go,  O  delight,"  murmured  Ali, 
at  length.  "  One  beheld  the  deed.  He  was 
afar  off  and  he  fled.  It  may  be  he  will  tell 
others." 

"  I  am  ready,"  replied  the  Thief,  wiping  the 
dagger  within  the  breast  of  his  raiment. 

Just  then  a  woman's  shriek  rent  the  air, 
giving  them  pause.  Ali  whispered — 
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"  They  have  found  the  dead  pig.  Wait  a 
little,  O  my  soul.  Let  us  once  more  hide 
behind  the  stall." 

The  sound  of  lamentation  continued  but  a 
little  while.  They  heard  a  man's  voice  give 
directions,  followed  by  the  slam  of  a  door. 
Then  all  was  still. 

A  minute  longer  they  crouched  in  hiding. 
Then  AH  helped  his  injured  love  to  rise. 
Nesib's  arm  round  Ali's  neck,  Ali's  arm  about 
Nesib  supporting  him,  they  emerged  into  the 
sunlight. 

They  had  not  accomplished  many  steps 
from  their  retreat  when  the  sherbet-seller, 
returning  to  his  stall,  accosted  them. 

"  A  happy  day,  O  my  uncles !  Saw  you 
aught  of  the  great  battle  that  was  here  a  while 
ago  ?  Why  ask  !  Thy  friend  is  injured.  Ah, 
Allah  knows  the  wickedness  of  some  people. 
A  drink,  now,  flavoured  of  rose,  or  tamar-hind, 
or  lemon,  would  refresh  his  honour."  He  ran 
to  his  stall  and  returned  with  a  cup  and  bottle. 
"  Nay,  take  it  as  a  gift ;  ennoble  me.  The 
breeze  has  sprung  up,  but  one  feels  it  not  just 
here.  I  present  the  breeze  and  the  shade  of 
trees  and  the  bubbling  waters.  Do  but  sip,  I 
entreat  thee  ;  it  is  paradise." 


XXII 

FROM  visiting  his  daughter's  grave,  Shems- 
ud-dln  sauntered  round  by  the  walls  of 
the  city  till  he  came  to  that  rocky  steep,  at  the 
top  of  which  he  had  preached  to  the  negroes. 
He  took  a  path  that  ran  down  slantwise  into 
the  wady,  and  the  embattled  walls  were  soon 
lost  to  sight.  Mas  and  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas 
followed  him  implicitly,  though  at  a  discreet 
distance,  and  when  at  length  he  crossed  his 
legs  in  the  shade  of  a  little  bluff,  they  took 
example  from  him  and  did  likewise. 

The  sheykh's  face  was  coldly  serene  as  he 
gazed  on  the  sunburnt  rocks,  among  which  rose 
ancient  tombs  strange  of  shape.  He  had  sat 
there  in  peace  about  an  hour  when  a  shout  dis- 
turbed him.  It  fell  from  the  rocks  above,  and 
ruffled  his  countenance  as  a  stone  the  surface 
of  a  pool.  Other  shouts  ensued.  He  recog- 
nized the  voice  of  Hassan,  the  laugh  of  Shibli. 
Men  came  scrambling  down  the  rocks.  With 
scarce  an  effort  he  admitted  the  call  for  patience, 
and  his  brow  smoothed  again. 

260 
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"  Allah  comfort  thee,  O  sheykh  !  "  cried  the 
foremost  of  the  Circassians.  "  May  the  wound 
to  thy  soul  be  healed  !  May  that  treacherous 
Frank  perish,  his  house  be  burnt,  his  parents 
dishonoured !  Already  we  have  done  some- 
thing to  avenge  thee.  In  sh'  Allah,  we  have 
made  him  quake  a  little  ! " 

"  I  hear  words  of  no  meaning,"  said  Shems- 
ud-din,  who  had  risen.  "  What  intend  you  by 
such  talk?" 

Dismayed  by  the  stern  front  opposed  by 
their  saint  to  news  they  had  deemed  most 
welcome,  the  men  herded,  silent  and  abashed, 
pending  the  arrival  of  their  chief  who,  being 
elderly  and  stiff  at  the  joints,  used  caution  in 
the  descent  from  rock  to  rock.  At  length 
Hassan,  breathless,  slid  down  among  them. 

"  O  beloved,  how  great  the  grief !  How  I 
sorrow  with  thee  I "  he  exclaimed  in  accents  of 
condolence.  "  By  Allah,  it  seems  ten  years 
since  last  I  saw  thee  ! " 

"It  is  in  truth  some  days,  and  thou  art 
welcome,  O  my  dear.  But  say,  what  is  this  of 
which  thy  companions  prate — some  outrage 
done  to  the  hakim,  my  benefactor  ? "  Shems- 
ud-dln  stood  erect,  severely  questioning.  His 
eyes  met  Hassan's  steadily. 
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The  Guardian  of  the  Frontier  hung  his  head 
as  at  the  Last  Day.  But  soon  recovering,  he 
told  the  story  of  the  riot,  representing  it  as  a 
game,  a  little  pleasantry  at  the  expense  of  one 
who  had  deserved  much  worse  at  their  hands ; 
for  had  he  not  obtained  their  presents  by  a  false 
pretence  ? 

"  As  for  naming  him  thy  benefactor,  O  scion 
of  a  noble  house,  I  grieve  to  hear  thee  thus 
exalt  the  dirt  beneath  thee.  Hast  thou  not 
paid  him  as  though  he  had  performed  his 
covenant  ?  Surely  he  is  thy  debtor.  Remains 
the  affront  to  thee  and  all  of  us  here." 

"  I  laugh  for  pity,"  said  Shems-ud-din,  with 
a  fleeting  smile.  "In  the  case  of  some  other 
than  myself,  I  might  laugh  with  amusement, 
for  the  thing  is  ludicrous.  Is  it  not  a  stock 
expedient  with  the  provokers  of  mirth  to  throw 
the  punishment  for  crime  upon  some  good 
man  and  simple,  most  innocent  thereof?  I 
alone  have  sinned,  and  lo!  you  visit  my  sin 
upon  this  physician,  whose  fault  has  been 
excess  of  kindness.  Shall  I  not  own  obliga- 
tion ?  I  offered  the  half  of  my  fortune ;  I 
struck  no  bargain  with  him  beforehand;  he 
could  have  claimed  the  half  of  me.  Yet,  when 
it  came  to  the  reckoning,  he  asked  but  his  just 
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due,  and  named  all  the  items  in  account. 
Which  of  you,  in  his  place,  would  have  dealt 
so  gently  with  a  stranger  ? 

"  You  assail  his  house,  assault,  affright  him. 
By  what  right,  I  demand  to  know  ?  Are  you, 
and  not  I,  in  account  with  him  ?  Hear  the 
words  of  Allah.  You  know  the  coran,  '  He 
that  shall  err,  shall  err  only  for  his  own  soul, 
nor  shall  any  laden  be  charged  with  another's 
burden  ; '  and  again,  '  The  fate  of  every  man  is 
tied  about  his  neck.'  By  what  right,  then,  do 
you  meddle  with  the  things  which  concern  me 
only  ?  Is  your  sympathy  for  me  so  great  that, 
seeing  I  have  sinned,  you  must  sin  yourselves 
more  abominably  ?  .  .  .  Go,  O  Zeyd.  Speed 
to  the  house  of  that  worthy  infidel.  Ex- 
press to  him  my  regret  for  the  disturbance 
caused  to  his  house  by  these,  my  too  ardent 
sympathizers." 

"  Ready,  O  my  master  !  "  Zeyd  moved  to 
obey,  but  laggingly,  and  with  the  mien  of  one 
much  loth.  For  Zeyd  prized  the  eloquence  of 
Shems-ud-din  above  all  jewels.  The  fine 
words  accurately  pronounced  by  the  scholar 
sang  of  love  of  his  soul,  which  languished  as  a 
bride  expectant.  And  never  had  Shems-ud- 
din  spoken  as  now  he  spoke,  with  such 
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authority,  such  inspiration  in  the  choice  of 
fitting  words.  Zeyd  grudged  that  feast  to  the 
Circassians,  to  Mas,  to  fickle  Shibli.  He  alone 
could  quite  appreciate  it ;  and  he  must  go.  He 
went  very  slowly. 

The  other  listeners,  disconcerted  by  the 
attitude  of  their  saint,  still  more  by  an  un- 
wonted smile  which  flickered  round  his  lips, 
had  not  a  word  to  reply.  Sarcasm  was  a 
weapon  they  all  feared,  and  it  was  the  weapon 
least  expected  from  so  mild  a  man.  But  what 
they  took  for  sarcasm  in  this  instance  was,  in 
truth,  but  the  natural  expression  of  one  new- 
weaned  from  earthly  longing,  whose  mind  now 
dwelt  with  Allah  and  beheld  the  things  of  earth 
from  an  immeasurable  height. 

He  went  on  to  speak  to  them  of  his  own 
sin,  quoting,  "  Man  prays  for  evil,  as  he  prays 
for  good,  for  man  is  unthinking ; "  when  all 
personal  feelings  became  lost  in  pure  admira- 
tion of  his  golden  gift.  His  language  grew 
so  refined,  his  mind  soared  so  near  to  heaven, 
that  they,  his  hearers,  could  only  gasp  and 
praise  the  Lord. 

"  Hear  the  supreme  khateb  !  O  my  soul, 
the  heavenly  preacher ! "  panted  one  and 
another. 
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All  at  once  there  burst  a  sobbing  cry  from 
out  the  rocks  above,  the  cry  of  one  at  the  pang 
of  sensual  enjoyment. 

"  Ah,  ah  !  his  lips  are  gold.  Gems  shower 
from  them.  O  my  eyes !  O  Allah  One  and 
Unaccompanied ! " 

The  preacher  paused  and  glanced  upwards. 
A  disreputable  tarbush,  garnished  with  a  dirty 
rag  by  way  of  turban,  peeped  above  a  neigh- 
bouring crag. 

"  O  Zeyd,"  cried  the  sheykh,  severely,  "  art 
thou  not  sped  then  ?  Since  it  irks  thee  to  do 
my  bidding,  Mas  goes  instead  of  thee." 

"  Nay,  I  go,  O  my  lord ! "  The  face  and 
shoulders,  half  the  form  of  Zeyd,  popped  up 
very  suddenly.  "  But  oh,  what  words  !  What 
treasure !  O  blessed  day  !  "  He  was  seen  to 
scale  the  rocks  with  alacrity. 

His  master  smiled  ;  and  even  in  the  moment 
of  displeasure  there  had  been  that  about  his 
mouth  and  in  his  eyes  which  showed  that  the 
mind  despised  its  own  vexation. 

Shems-ud-din  continued  to  speak  of  sin, 
and  the  need  of  good  works,  and  of  the  judge- 
ment, when  a  book  shall  be  given  to  each  of 
the  sons  of  men  wherein  he  shall  read  his  own 
account  for  good  or  evil. 
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The  sun  of  noon  burned  overhead,  yet  none 
stirred  to  escape  its  rays.  Above  the  wady, 
a  gash  in  the  rugged  landscape,  a  hawk 
hovered,  seeming  motionless.  Faint  sounds 
came  wafted  from  a  village  on  the  yonder  steep, 
of  one  colour  with  the  rocks  to  which  it  clung. 

At  length  a  growth  of  noise  above  them 
excited  curiosity.  Some  of  the  circle  rose 
and  scanned  the  height. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  ! "  cried  Hassan.  "  A  bird 
must  have  carried  the  fame  of  thy  discourse 
into  the  city,  O  beloved,  for  much  people 
watch  us  from  the  rocks." 

"  Allah !  What  was  it  flashed  there,  behind 
that  stone  ?  " 

"  By  the  Coran,  there  are  men  all  about  us, 
moving  secretly." 

Hassan  Agha  tugged  at  his  white  mous- 
tache. 

"Let  us  be  walking,"  he  commanded. 
"  Show  no  concern,  my  children,  nor  fight,  for 
the  foe  is  numerous.  With  thy  leave,  O 
beloved,  we  will  return  to  the  city  together." 

Shems-ud-din,  undismayed,  took  the  hand 
held  out  to  him,  and  walked  with  his  old  friend 
slowly  along  the  path  which  wound  upward 
among  the  rocks. 
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"  Stand,  all  of  you  !" 

From  beside  an  ancient  tomb  two  soldiers 
stood  forth  suddenly,  barring  the  way.  At 
that  Hassan  railed — 

"  What  ails  you,  O  my  dears  ?  Has  the 
sun  addled  your  wits  that  you  venture  to  com- 
mand this  holy  man,  a  great  one,  no  less  than 
brother  to  the  renowned  Milhem  Basha,  whom 
Allah  preserve  ! " 

Soldiers  were  now  all  about  them,  joking 
good-naturedly.  There  had  been  no  resistance, 
and  they  were  grateful,  for  it  was  very  hot. 

"  Allah  witness  how  I  grieve  for  you,'* 
laughed  one  in  whom  Hassan  recognized  the 
bimbashi  Muhammed.  "  But  to  sift  the 
innocent  from  the  guilty  is  not  our  business. 
That  belongs  to  the  judge  ;  let  him  see  to  it. 
By  Allah,  thou  art  out  of  luck,  old  fox !  This  is 
no  jesting  matter  like  ours  of  the  other  night/' 

The  man  held  his  tongue,  for  a  superior 
officer  now  approached  them,  scrambling  up 
from  below.  Hassan  scanned  the  features 
of  the  new-comer  eagerly,  but  sighed ;  it  was 
not  Abd-ur- Rahman. 

"  With  what  are  we  charged  ?  "  he  inquired, 
scorn  born  of  indignation  making  the  words  a 
sword-thrust. 
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"  By  my  life,  I  know  not  for  certain,"  came 
the  light  rejoinder.  "  There  is  talk  of  a  riot 
and  a  man  slain,  an  old  negro,  the  slave  of  a 
Jew  of  some  sort,  who  is  an  English  subject. 
It  is  a  word  from  the  English  consul  that  has 
fluttered  the  Mutesarrif ;  we  do  not  move  so 
quickly  in  the  cause  of  true  belief.  A  sin,  as 
my  brother — who  is  religious — rightly  says. 
But  what  would  you  ?  The  infidels — Jew  and 
Christian — outnumber  us  here  in  the  proportion 
of  ten  to  one ;  and  they  have  strong  and  un- 
scrupulous protectors  in  the  Powers  of  Europe. 
To  keep  the  mastery  we  must  sometimes  throw 
a  crumb.  May  Allah  cleanse  you  of  the 
charge ! " 

Shems-ud-din  heard  these  words  and  many 
others  ;  but  their  purport  remained  vague  to 
him.  He  perceived  only,  and  with  a  species 
of  exultation,  that  he  was  called  upon  to  exhibit 
that  strength  in  resignation  which  now  informed 
his  whole  being.  On  the  broad  road,  beneath 
the  echoing  gate,  in  the  rough-paved  streets, 
he  heard  the  murmur  of  a  crowd,  restless,  in- 
quisitive. Here  it  surrounded  them,  there 
dropped  behind.  Of  a  sudden,  in  a  sunless 
place,  a  man  cried  suddenly — 

"  O  Hassan  Agha  !     O  holy  Shems-ud-din  ! 
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O  Allah  most  high !  What  thing  do  we  be- 
hold ? "  The  voice  went  along  with  them, 
shouting  questions,  till  at  length  it  fawned  in 
entreaty.  "  O  lords  of  kindness  !  O  soldiers 
brave  and  good  !  Take  us  also,  for  the  crime 


is  ours." 


"Since  thou  and  thy  friend  desire  the 
scourge,  the  prison,  even  death,  perhaps,  who 
am  I  to  gainsay  thee,  O  father  of  two  bad 
legs  ?  "  laughed  the  captain  of  the  guard  ;  and 
Nesib  the  Thief,  sustained  of  Ali,  came  in 
among  them. 

At  the  door  of  the  Mehkemeh,  several  of 
the  curious  slipped  in  with  the  prisoners,  for 
these  were  too  plentiful  for  the  soldiers  to 
keep  strict  count,  though  the  trial  was  ordered 
to  be  secret. 

The  hall,  murmurous  with  their  voices, 
struck  dark  on  Shems-ud-din.  It  was  some 
time  ere  he  could  see  the  likeness  of  the  judge  ; 
but  at  length  he  discerned  a  fat  man  seated  in 
apparent  dejection  upon  a  dais,  a  scribe  before 
him,  and  on  his  right  hand  one  but  little  leaner, 
who  wore  Prankish  clothes  beneath  his  fez, 
and  appeared  in  the  best  of  spirits — a  servant 
of  the  English  consul,  it  was  whispered. 


XXIII 

EFFENDI,  Cadi  of  El  Cuds,  was 
sullen  and  discontented,  in  the  mood  to 
strike  his  best  friend.  An  hour  ago  a  scribbled 
note  from  the  Mutesarrif  had  dashed  the  com- 
placency with  which  he  sat  listening  to  a  case 
of  fraud  between  a  Jew  and  a  Greek,  having 
garnered  more  than  the  sum  sued  for  in  bribes 
from  either  party.  The  court  had  to  be  cleared, 
judgement  given  hastily,  when  he  loved  delibera- 
tion and  the  dainty  quibbling  of  the  pleaders 
before  him.  Other  cases,  no  less  profitable,  had 
to  be  adjourned — rich  plaintiffs  and  defendants 
driven  forth  with  the  money  in  their  hands  ;  and 
all  in  favour  of  a  cause  prejudged  by  his  superior 
— a  political  cause  for  which  no  gifts  could 
be  received,  no  advocates  employed — at  the 
behest  of  an  unclean  beast,  the  English  consul. 

"  It  is  imperative  that  the  delinquents  die 
ere  sunset.  Make  some  show  of  trial.  Shut 
the  door." 

There  was  no  evading  the  clear  orders  of 
one  on  whose  will  he  depended  for  rank  and 
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honour.  Yet  he  would  fain  have  shirked  the 
responsibility,  for  in  a  fat  and  easy  way  he  feared 
God.  Though  he  received  gifts,  of  course,  from 
all  and  sundry,  in  giving  judgement  he  knew  no 
influence  save  the  rights  of  the  case. 

He  was  no  roving,  conscienceless  official 
to  level  foul  with  clean,  but  a  man  of  fixed 
abode  and  consequent  respectability,  who, 
though  urbane  in  his  dealings  with  the 
infidels,  esteemed  them  no  more  than  dogs 
in  his  way  to  business.  This  charge  to  do 
the  dirty  work  of  a  Frank  humiliated  him. 
It  galled  his  pride,  also,  to  have  to  endure 
the  familiarity  and  regard  the  hints  of  a  low- 
born Christian  of  his  own  city,  who  actually 
had  the  impudence  to  sit  at  his  right  hand, 
in  the  place  of  honour.  Yusuf  would  fain 
have  invoked  the  Mufti,  as  usual  in  cases  of 
religious  difference ;  but,  knowing  the  anxiety 
of  the  Governor  that  the  trial  should  be  hid 
especially  from  the  mosque  authorities,  he 
dared  not  do  so.  He  groaned  in  soul — 

"  O  day  of  evil !  Is  it  not  enough  that  I, 
who  had  ever  enjoyed  the  security  which 
belongs  to  respect,  have  been  robbed  of  my 
rents,  stripped,  and  foully  insulted  within 
this  week?  Must  I  afterwards  jeopardize 
my  salvation  at  the  call  of  the  wicked  ?  " 
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The  inflow  of  so  many  prisoners  as  almost 
to  fill  the  hall  caused  the  judge  to  discern  faint 
rays  of  hope.  It  could  be  necessary  to  condemn 
only  a  few  of  them  ;  and  the  rest,  in  the  rapture 
of  escape,  might  well  make  thank-offerings  to 
their  preserver. 

He  turned  from  converse  with  the  noisome 
beast  beside  him  to  whisper  in  his  scribed  ear — 

"Write:  How  many  are  to  die?  and 
address  to  his  Highness  the  Mutesarrif." 

The  scribe  straightway  wrote  as  commanded, 
while  the  Nazarene,  sweetly  smiling,  craned  his 
neck  in  a  vain  attempt  to  spy  what  was  written. 
The  note  was  given  to  an  attendant  who,  crying 
"  Oah  !  Oah  !  "  pushed  his  way  to  the  door. 

Then,  having  enjoined  silence,  Yftsuf  began 
to  harangue  the  multitude,  without  looking,  in 
a  manner  of  abstract  reprobation,  heedless  of 
the  impatience  of  the  consul's  representative 
and  the  rising  murmur  in  the  court,  until  an 
answer  was  received ;  when  he  took  breath 
just  long  enough  to  decipher — 

"  As  many  as  you  judge  fit.  The  wild 
beast  is  bloodthirsty — a  danger  unless  we  glut 
him.  At  sight  of  this,  tear  up." 

Upon  that,  in  a  few  words,  he  closed  his  lec- 
ture on  jurisprudence,  which  had  served  its  turn. 


THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM       273 

"  In  mercy  let  the  trial  now  begin,'' 
murmured  the  Offence  at  his  side,  pointedly. 

"  Interrupt  not,  I  beseech  thee,"  rejoined 
Yusuf,  giving  sting  for  sting.  He  could  not 
look  upon  those  true  believers  he  was  doomed 
to  wrong.  Shame  dropped  a  curtain  at  the 
edge  of  the  dais.  With  eyes  downcast  upon 
a  chaplet  with  which  his  hands  kept  toying, 
he  asked,  "  Who  accuses  ? " 

(<  I  am  he,"returned  the  Christian ;  "on  behalf 
of  the  illustrious  consul  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty, 
and  as  representing  one  Jurjus  Mekkuswell,  a 
missionary  doctor,  who  is  a  British  subject." 

"  Against  whom,  and  of  what  nature,  the 
accusation  ? " 

"  Against  divers  Circassians,  colonists,  from 
Jebel  Ajlun,  for  attacking  the  house  of  the 
hakim  and  murdering  one  Ismail,  his  servant. 
But  principally  against  the  Sheykh  Shems-ud- 
din  El  Attar,  likewise  from  Jebel  Ajlun,  who 
instigated  the  said  attack,  the  said  murder." 

"The  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  El  Attar,  is 
he  present  in  the  court?"  cried  the  judge, 
without  looking  up  from  his  beads. 

"  Present,"  answered  a  full,  clear  voice. 

"  Are  there  any  Circassians  present  in  the 
court?" 
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"  No  need  to  ask,  O  lord !  The  court  is 
full  of  them,"  murmured  the  scribe  at  his  feet. 

"  It  is  well.  The  accused  are  before  us. 
Let  the  English  hakim  testify  against  them." 

At  that  the  Christian  showed  annoyance, 
calling  the  demand  vexatious,  unnecessary. 
The  hakim  had  made  deposition  before  the 
consul,  which  was  quite  sufficient.  Naturally, 
after  the  outrages  committed  against  him,  he 
was  not  calm  enough  to  appear  in  public.  To 
what  purpose  on  earth  should  he  come  ?  The 
crime  was  indisputable,  for  it  was  the  talk  of 
the  whole  city.  And  the  prisoners  had  made 
themselves  so  notorious  on  former  occasions,  that 
any  lad  out  of  the  street  could  identify  them. 

The  Cadi  appeared  dissatisfied  with  the 
representations  of  his  loathsome  colleague.  He 
would  not  submit  without  a  wrangle.  But  at 
length,  after  prolonged  whisperings,  he  said 
aloud — 

"  Good.     Then  what  witness  have  you  ?  " 

"We  have  a  capital  witness — none  like 
him  ! — a  certain  vendor  of  cooling  drinks,  who 
saw  all  that  befell.  He  has  been  examined 
already  before  the  consul,  but  is  now  in  this 
court,  at  your  Excellency's  pleasure.  His  name 
is  Musa.  If  it  please  you,  hear  him." 
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"Call  Musa  the  sherbet-seller,"  murmured 
the  Cadi,  wearily ;  and  "  Musa  the  sherbet- 
seller"  was  called  on  every  hand. 

A  Muslim  of  middle  age  pushed  forward 
through  the  crowd.  He  bent  double  before 
the  dais. 

"  To  hear  is  to  obey,  O  majesty  !  " 

"Do  thou  interrogate  him,  O  khawijah," 
said  the  Cadi,  bitingly.  "  Thou,  it  seems,  art 
conducting  this  trial." 

"  Allah  forbid  that  I  should  usurp  any 
function  of  your  grace ! "  murmured  the 
supple  Christian.  Nevertheless  he  proceeded 
to  question  the  witness,  while  the  judge  told 
his  beads  sulkily,  never  lifting  his  eyes. 

Did  the  witness  recognize  among  the  men 
in  court  a  certain  sheykh  who  had  been  wont 
to  go  often  to  the  house  of  the  English 
physician,  for  the  reason  that  his  sick  daughter 
lay  there  ? 

Most  certainly  he  did,  and  was  glad  to 
see  the  excellent  man  in  life  and  health,  after 
the  grievous  blow  he  had  sustained  in  the  loss 
of  his  daughter. 

It  was  not  the  answer  required  by  the 
consul's  delegate ;  but  he  swallowed  his  dis- 
concertion and  proceeded. 
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"  What  kind  of  a  man  did  the  witness  con- 
sider him  to  be  ?  " 

"  The  very  best  kind  of  man.  No  less  than 
a  saint,  by  Allah  !  " 

Stung  by  a  cackling  noise  in  the  throat 
of  the  judge,  the  Nazarene  thundered — 

"  O  lying  dog !  Thou  didst  tell  another 
tale  to  the  consul's  excellency.  Thou  hast 
made  oath  that  he  was  concerned  in  the  riot." 

"  No,  no,  by  thy  leave,  O  dear  lord ;  I 
said  not  that  he  knew  aught  of  the  riot,  but 
that  they  who  made  the  tumult  might  have 
been  his  companions." 

"  Are  they  here  present,  those  rioters  ? " 

"  Allah  knows  !  In  so  great  a  crowd  there 
may  be  some  of  them.  But  my  eyes  see  some 
who  are  very  certainly  innocent.  That  man 
there,  who  leans  upon  his  neighbour,  is  one 
of  the  victims,  having  both  his  legs  injured 
in  the  battle.  I  know  well,  for  he  is  a  customer 
of  mine  and  refreshed  himself  at  my  stall  after- 
wards. And  the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-dln,  he  is  very 
innocent ;  and  the  negro  Mas,  his  servant " 

"  Liar  !  Dolt !  Madman  !  He  is  the  chief 
offender,  that  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  !  Get  thee 
gone,  O  perjured  wretch  !  May  Allah  destroy 
thee  !  "  The  Christian  turned  from  denouncing 
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the  recreant  to  murmur  suavely  in  the  Cadi's 
ear,  "It  is  my  error.  This  witness  ought  to 
have  been  examined  privately.  He  dares  not 
speak  truth  in  the  hearing  of  the  prisoners  for 
fear  of  vengeance,  since  they  all  know  him." 

"What?  Is  it  finished  already?  Have 
you  no  other  witness?"  Again  that  strange 
sound  was  heard  in  the  throat  of  the  judge. 

"  No,  O  Excellency ;  but  the  charge  is 
clear,  the  case  proven  beforehand.  Wilt  thou 
not  give  judgement  ?  " 

Yusuf  Effendi  feigned  not  to  hear  the 
suggestion.  Since  it  was  God's  will  that  he, 
the  Cadi  of  El  Cuds,  should  be  chained  to 
an  ape,  the  shackles  should  not  gall  him 
only.  The  monkey,  too,  must  feel  them  on  the 
raw.  There  were  yet  some  hours  till  sunset. 

"  It  behoves  first  to  hear  the  defence,"  he 
said  languidly ;  and  then  sat  in  silence  for 
some  minutes. 

Peace  had  fallen  on  the  court.  The 
prisoners  and  their  guards,  tired  of  standing, 
all  sat  now  upon  the  floor. 

At  length  the  Cadi,  still  intent  on  his 
beads,  murmured  sleepily — 

"Who  is  chief  among  you  reprobates,  let 
him  speak." 
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At  that  there  arose  some  whispered  debate 
among  the  accused,  as  though  to  adjust  the 
pre-eminence.  But  soon  a  clear  voice  uttered — 

"  O  Excellency,  what  can  be  said  ?  I  am 
an  old  man,  and  my  life  is  of  small  account. 
If  one  here  must  die,  be  mine  the  lot,  and  let 
all  these  go  free.  It  is  the  will  of  Allah,  unto 
Allah  praise  !  Is  it  not  better  for  a  man  to  die 
being  innocent  than  being  guilty  ?  For  Allah 
is  just  and  compassionate ;  He  will  correct 
the  balance.  But  thou,  O  my  son,  consider,  I 
beseech  thee,  how  heinous  thy  sin  is !  Thy 
mind  is  bent,  not  to  minister  justice,  but  to 
slay.  Thou  hast  not  even  recited  the  charge 
against  me.  The  hand  of  the  infidel  is  well 
seen  in  thy  behaviour.  A  tempter  grins  at 
thy  right  ear.  Beware,  O  judge,  how  thou 
pervert  judgement ;  for  thyself  shalt  be  judged 
and  shalt  wander  blind  at  the  Last  Day ! " 

Yusuf  did  not  look  up  nor  cease  from  telling 
his  beads.  He  said  irritably — 

"  Shall  the  caitiff  rebuke  his  judge  ?  Smite 
his  mouth  some  of  you !  .  .  .  Let  a  second  now 
speak,  and  see  that  he  be  not  insolent." 

This  time  a  rougher  voice,  using  the  speech 
of  the  common  soldiers  with  an  accent  like  the 
Turkish,  declaimed — 
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"  O  most  Excellent,  I  am  a  Circassian, 
chief  of  those  who  migrated  to  this  land  years 
ago  from  the  yoke  of  the  Muscovite.  The 
Sultan  Abdul  Mejid  named  me  Guardian  of 
the  Frontier  by  express  firman.  Great  honour 
had  we  in  those  days,  I  and  my  companions, 
both  at  Istanbul  the  mighty  and  on  arrival 
in  this  land.  Then  men  vied  one  with  another 
in  kindness  towards  us.  Power  stood  by  us 
like  a  sworn  brother.  But  to-day  all  is  changed. 
No  man  regards  us  any  more.  I  have  served 
the  Sultan  faithfully  at  my  post  these  many 
years.  I  have  swept  back  the  Bedu  from  the 
borders  of  this  province,  as  one  strikes  the  dust 
off  a  friend's  robe.  I  have  furthered  every 
effort  of  the  Government.  And  for  what  re- 
ward ?  To  be  denied  a  few  rifles,  a  sufficiency 
of  ammunition,  by  your  garrison.  To  be  treated 
worse  than  you  treat  the  beggar  in  your  gates. 
To  be  haled  before  your  grace  this  day  upon 
a  charge  I  comprehend  not ! 

"  Truly  the  faith  of  those  in  authority  is  but 
foraday,and  their  obligation  but  as  shifting  sand. 
Let  none  deceive  himself  to  think  it  lasting,  lest 
he  stand  as  I  stand  now,  ashamed  in  his  old  age." 

Overcome  with  emotion,  the  speaker  paused ; 
to  resume  shortly — 
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"  What  would  be  said  of  a  man  who  thus 
used  his  servant  ?  Now  I  care  not  though 
we  die,  I  and  my  companions,  for  death  is 
not  more  bitter  than  has  been  our  undeceiving. 
We  have  sinned  oft  and  grievously,  and  it  may 
be  we  deserve  to  die.  But  put  to  death  the 
upright  and  illustrious  Shems-ud-din,  that  friend 
of  all  the  learned,  dear  to  Allah,  and  may  all 
thy  bones  rot  painfully  joint  by  joint !  May 
all  men  spew  at  sight  of  thee!  May  thy 
children " 

A  mighty  uproar  drowned  the  curse.  The 
whole  court  rose  as  one  man.  The  Cadi 
bounced  to  his  feet,  mouthing,  gesticulating, 
a-tremble  with  rage  and  terror. 

"  Dog !  "  he  yelled.  "  Be  silent,  madman  ! 
Pluck  his  tongue  out,  scourge  him,  flay  him ! 
Ho,  you  soldiers  !  Is  it  fear  holds  you  there 
idle?" 

At  the  taunt  a  dozen  soldiers  ran  and  seized 
on  Hassan,  who  had  stood  his  ground  defiantly. 

Not  until  the  wretch  was  clearly  powerless 
did  Yusuf  EfFendi  venture  to  meet  his  eyes. 
The  effect  of  that  glance  was  magical.  The 
fat  and  sleepy  Cadi  turned  a  maniac.  He 
shrieked  and  shrieked  again,  in  convulsions, 
as  if  his  robe  had  been  poisoned. 


XXIV 

"  rT^HEY  are  impostors,  robbers,  murderers! 
A  They  shall  die,  every  one  of  them ! 
They  robbed  me — me,  the  Cadi — of  the  moneys 
I  had  collected  from  my  lands.  Two  of  them. 
Two  devils  !  I  hold  one  :  where  is  his  brother  ? 
Aha,  I  see  him !  He  skulks  yonder.  Bring 
forward  that  man  of  the  thick  beard — he  who 
stoops  behind  the  tall  one.  Bring  him  hither 
to  beside  his  fellow.  Hold  fast  his  arms." 

Nesib  the  Thief  was  dragged  to  the  foot  of 
the  dai's.  He  screamed  for  the  pain  such 
rough  usage  inflicted  on  his  wounded  legs  ; 
while  Ali,  withheld  from  following  him, 
screamed  yet  more  lustily.  When  the  judge 
stooped  down  and  deliberately  spat  in  his 
face,  Nesib's  screams  increased  to  a  very 
death-shriek,  which  was  echoed  of  Ali  in  the 
crowd  behind. 

"  O  Allah  !  O  crown  of  infamy  !  He  bit 
my  wrist,  and  now  he  spits  on  me  !  O  woe  ! 
Woe!" 

Hassan  Agha,  subjected  to  the  same  insult, 
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only  sneered  and  craved  the  freedom  of  one 
hand  to  wipe  his  face,  which  was  denied  him. 

Somewhat  allayed  by  this  ceremony,  the 
wrath  of  the  judge  put  on  the  garb  of  reason. 
He  had  no  longer  the  slightest  compunction  in 
sentencing  those  Muslims  to  a  shameful  death. 

"  In  the  name  of  Allah,  you  deserve  to 
die,  all  of  you !  For  not  one  misdeed,  but  a 
thousand  are  proved  against  you.  These  two 
men  here  before  me,  for  their  more  abomin- 
able crimes,  shall  be  strangled  and  left  un- 
buried.  On  the  rest  of  you  I  have  mercy : 
they  will  be  shot.  Subject  to  the  will  of  the 
Mutesarrif,  our  Sultan's  shadow  on  this  land — 
whom  may  Allah  preserve !  In  the  name  of 
Allah,  gracious,  compassionate,  it  is  decreed." 

At  that  went  up  a  bitter  cry  from  all  the 
multitude,  but  especially  from  those  inquisitives 
who  for  pastime  had  thrust  their  way  into  the 
court.  In  hopes  to  save  their  comrades  and 
one  another,  Nesib  and  AH  each  yelled  his  con- 
fession of  guilt.  But  the  uproar  sufficed  to 
drown  individual  voices.  Curses,  lamentations, 
prayers,  mingled  discordantly,  while  the  soldiers 
struck  here  and  there  at  the  noisiest,  felling 
some  of  them  and  fetching  blood  from  mouths 
and  noses.  The  hall  of  judgment  wore  the 
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aspect  of  a  shambles.  From  the  dais  beside 
the  judge,  the  plump  and  smiling  Christian 
gloated  on  the  scene. 

The  disorder  was  at  its  height  when  a  door 
at  the  back  of  the  hall  opened,  letting  in  a  ray 
of  sunlight  upon  the  hindmost  of  the  crowd. 

"Shut  the  door!"  shrieked  the  Cadi,  in 
sudden  terror. 

Instantly  he  was  obeyed.  But  some  one 
had  entered.  The  soldiers,  saluting,  cleared  a 
way  for  Abd-ur-  Rahman  Bey  to  the  foot  of 
the  dais. 

The  face  of  the  young  man  was  haggard 
and  hard-set.  At  glad  cries  of  his  own  name, 
he  glanced  this  way  and  that,  unseeingly. 

"  Abd-ur-Rahman  !  It  is  himself— Abd-ur- 
Rahman  !  O  son,  preserve  thy  father  !  Save 
thy  friends  !  " 

He  stepped  upon  the  dais  and,  totally  dis- 
regarding the  cringe  of  the  consul's  dragoman, 
addressed  the  judge  without  a  compliment — 

"  What  is  this,  OuEffendi  ?  Why  these  cries 
to  me  for  help  ?  Surely  one  of  thy  discrimina- 
tion has  perceived  that  these  men  are  guiltless 
of  the  crime  imputed  to  them  ?  " 

"  By  what  right,  O  my  eyes,  dost  thou  use 
this  tone  with  me  ?  "  snapped  the  Cadi  angrily, 
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darting  an  uneasy  glance  at  the  besetting 
Nazarene.  "  These  men  are  guilty  of  riot  and 
bloodshed,  violent  robbery  and  rebellion.  They 
die,  and  their  doom  is  righteous.  It  is  my  last 
word." 

"  Then  it  is  a  bad  day  for  thee,  O  my  dear ! 
For  know  that  among  these  men  is  my  father, 
a  reverend  and  most  learned  sheykh  of  the 
religion,  whose  death  all  Islam  will  deplore. 
He  is,  moreover,  the  beloved  brother  of  Milhem 
Basha  whose  power,  as  thou  knowest,  is  con- 
siderable. And  further,  these  Circassians  are 
under  direct  protection  of  the  Government,  as 
can  be  proved  by  a  reference  to  the  archives. 
My  uncle  Milhem  Basha  knows  this  and  has 
procured  renewal  of  the  firman  concerning 
them.  But  yesterday  he  informed  me  in  writ- 
ing that  a  grant  of  new  rifles  will  shortly  be 
made  to  them,  and  in  the  same  letter  named 
them  his  friends.  Reflect  a  little,  I  entreat 
thee,  O  my  soul !  " 

The  confidence  of  Yusuf  staggered.  For 
the  moment  he  knew  not  what  to  murmur, 
where  to  look.  The  chief  of  those  soldiers 
who  herded  the  prisoners  came  to  his  relief, 
laughing — 

"  Believe  him  not,  Yusuf.     It  is  a  generous 
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lie  to  save  these  poor  people  whom  he  knew  of 
old.  And  really,  in  thy  place,  I  would  spare 
the  most  of  them.  More  than  once  have  I 
heard  him  deny  the  truth  of  a  report  which 
made  yon  old  man  his  father." 

"  Nay,  it  was  then  that  I  lied  !  "  cried  Abd- 
ur- Rahman,  as  if  in  pain.  "  I  was  ashamed  of 
one  so  poor  in  seeming,  so  old-fashioned,  so 
simply  pious.  So  I  lied — mad  that  I  was ! — and 
denied  my  father." 

"  Then  wert  thou  dirt,  a  thing  to  spit  on. 
But  praise  to  Allah,  I  believe  thee  not,"  said 
the  officer,  turning  on  his  heel. 

"It  is  that,  thou  liest  to  save  them,"  said 
the  Cadi,  with  restored  confidence. 

Then  Abd-ur- Rahman  called  God  to  wit- 
ness. He  threatened,  entreated,  reasoned,  all 
in  vain. 

Still  "  It  is  hard  to  believe,"  shrugged  the 
Cadi,  smiling. 

"  The  men  are  already  condemned.  It  is 
clearly  proved  against  them,"  said  the  Nazarene, 
at  his  ear,  as  a  needed  reminder. 

"  Then  it  is  the  worse  for  thee,  O  Yusuf 
Effendi,"  cried  Abd-ur-Rahman,  in  a  fury.  "  I 
go  hence  to  the  French  telegraph;  and  if 
before  the  sun  sets,  the  wrath  of  Milhem  Basha 
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is  not  loosed  against  all  the  Mutesarrifate  of  El 
Cuds,  may  Allah  strike  me  dead  this  minute  !  " 

With  that  and  a  moan,  "  O  my  father ! "  he 
pushed  his  way  out.  Once  more  the  door 
opened,  admitting  a  sunbeam,  then  closed 
again.  A  hush  was  on  the  seated  crowd.  The 
Cadi  returned  to  his  beads  for  countenance, 
his  downcast  face  in  the  shadow  of  a  great 
perplexity.  The  cheerful  Christian  whispered 
at  his  ear — 

"  Had  that  old  man  been  in  truth  his  father, 
would  he  not  have  run  and  embraced  him  ? 
Not  once  did  he  look  towards  him,  for  I 
observed  closely.  Moreover,  this  sheykh  re- 
sembles not  in  the  least  a  man  learned  and  of 
a  good  house. " 

For  the  first  time  cordial  with  his  vile 
associate,  Yusuf  agreed. 

"  By  Allah,  the  right  is  with  thee !  But  who 
is  this  Milhem  Basha?  His  name  is  known  to 
me.  What  is  his  exact  position  at  this  day  ?  " 

"  Who  knows  ?  Doubtless  he  is  a  basha 
like  another.  Every  youth  cries  up  his  own 
house." 

Still  the  Cadi  was  ill  at  ease.  He  dared 
not  dismiss  the  prisoners  for  execution,  yet 
had  nothing  more  to  say  to  them,  having  given 
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sentence.  He  desired  earnestly  to  be  rid  of 
the  spy  at  his  side,  who  crippled  him  with  a 
sense  of  undesirable  publicity. 

Seeing  the  beast  yawn  and  look  sleepy,  he 
begged  him  with  all  customary  blessings  to 
retire  and  seek  repose.  The  trial  was  ended, 
the  doom  pronounced.  The  rest  consisted  in 
a  few  formalities  unworthy  of  his  assistance. 
He  or  his  Excellency  the  consul  could  come 
after  sunset  to  the  Tower  to  see  the  bodies. 

The  Christian  did  not  need  much  per- 
suasion. He  had  fulfilled  the  commands  of 
his  lord  and  was  very  sleepy.  Yusuf  Effendi 
bowed  low  with  a  profusion  of  blessings,  which 
changed  to  as  great  a  profusion  of  curses  when 
he  was  gone. 

To  refresh  his  wits,  he  then  bade  the  scribe 
make  coffee,  for  which  all  necessaries  were  at 
hand.  He  lighted  a  cigarette  and  smoked  it 
pensively,  still  toying  with  his  chaplet.  The 
prisoners,  thankful  for  a  respite,  sat  in  groups 
upon  the  floor,  exchanging  cigarettes  with  their 
guards,  smoking  and  chatting  together  very 
peacefully.  Only  Shems-ud-din  kept  aloof 
with  Mas  the  negro.  He  missed  but  one 
thing,  to  grieve  for  it,  and  that  was  the  soiled 
head-gear  and  old  striped  cloak  of  Zeyd  ebn 
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Abbas.  The  whole  succession  of  events  and 
characters — judge  and  sentence,  soldiers  and 
prisoners,  the  coming  and  going  of  his  only 
son — made  but  a  speck  on  his  mind,  where  it 
floated  like  a  tiny  boat  that  frets  upon  a  great 
calm  sea. 

At  length,  after  two  cups  of  coffee,  Yusuf 
whispered  to  his  scribe — 

"  Write  to  the  Mutesarrif,  asking  of  what 
rank,  what  influence  is  Milhem  Basha,  uncle  to 
the  young  Abd-ur- Rahman  ?  Add,  for  his 
Excellency's  guidance,  that  the  question  con- 
cerns the  trial." 

The  note  despatched,  he  sat  inactive,  look- 
ing down  at  his  beads,  till  came  the  answer— 

"  Since  two  days  he  is  Grand  Wazir ;  I 
have  the  news  this  hour  from  a  private  source. 
If  the  culprits  are  under  his  protection,  kill  any 
one  else  in  the  world,  but  spare  them,  or  thou 
art  ruined,  I  with  thee.  Let  no  eye  behold 
this  writing." 

All  things  swam  before  the  Cadi's  eyes. 
Had  Abd-ur-Rahman  spoken  truth,  he  was 
indeed  in  a  nice  dilemma. 


ft 

XXV 

OCOURGED  by  his  master's  mild  reproof 
Sfc*  of  him  for  loitering,  Zeyd  needed  no 
second  reminder  to  make  haste.  With  the 
bounds  of  a  goat  he  scaled  the  rocks  and 
ran  along  by  the  foot  of  the  city  wall.  The 
noble  words  which  had  enthralled  him  to 
forget  duty  boomed  in  his  brain,  making  earth 
heaven,  wrapping  him  in  a  cloud  of  gorgeous 
imagery.  As  he  neared  the  gate,  a  band  of 
soldiers  marched  out  silently,  attended  by  a 
little  horde  of  ragamuffin  Jews  and  Christians. 
The  arrow  of  the  sheykh,  he  scarce  perceived 
them,  intent  only  upon  the  will  of  his  master, 
to  do  which  was  in  itself  a  rapture.  He 
measured  not  his  pace  on  such  an  errand, 
and  it  was  with  surprise,  when  nearing  the 
house  of  the  Frank  physician,  that  he  found 
sweat  streaming  from  every  pore. 

He  knocked  thrice  before  any  one  answered, 
and  then  it  was  not  Ismail's  voice,  but  that 
of  the  serving-maid,  which  smote  his  ear. 

"  Who  is  there  ?     What  would  you  ?  " 
u  289 
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"  It  is  I,  Zeyd  ebn  Abbas,  having  an  errand 
to  the  khawajah." 

"Art  thou  alone  out  there?  Is  it  sure 
there  are  none  beside  thee  ?  " 

"  By  Allah,  it  is  sure !  Who  else  on  earth 
should  there  be  ?  " 

"  Then  enter  and  behold  the  work  of  thy 
master.  O  day  of  my  grief!  O  wicked 
day !  .  .  .  The  hakim  is  not  in  the  house. 
It  is  now  two  hours  since  he  went  forth. 
Allah  grant  they  have  not  killed  him  also, 
the  wicked  ones  ! " 

Thus  lamenting,  she  let  Zeyd  in.  He 
dared  not,  for  his  soul's  weal,  glance  at  her 
unveiled  face.  Her  sobs  and  reproaches 
vexed  him.  They  called  for  retort,  but  he 
dared  not  parley  with  the  mistress  of  so 
great  attractions. 

"  Y*  Allah  !  Come  and  see  what  thy  master 
has  done  for  us,  his  benefactors !  The  hakim 
will  soon  return,  in  sh'  Allah,  and  then  thou 
shalt  hear  truth  for  once  in  life.  It  is  two 
hours  since  he  went  out  to  the  house  of  the 
consul.  Aha,  a  proper  vengeance  shall  over- 
take thee  and  thy  master  and  all  thy  race 
of  dogs  ! " 

She  dragged  him  through   into  the  court. 
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She  had  the  strength  of  a  jinni.  Her  clutch 
rent  his  clothing,  which  had  been  ragged 
enough  before.  Yet  he  dared  not  offer  resist- 
ance lest,  at  touch  of  her,  desire  should  master 
him. 

A  second  voice  of  woe  assailed  his  ears. 
It  came  from  the  shadowed  side  of  the  yard, 
from  out  a  vault,  of  which  the  door  stood  open. 

"  Go  in  !  Look  ! "  shrieked  his  conductor, 
dragging  him  to  that  doorway. 

Zeyd  strove  after  the  superior  smile  of 
one  who  humours  a  madwoman,  but  his  look 
changed  quickly  to  horror  and  his  hands  flew 
up.  There,  within,  upon  a  low  couch,  lay 
the  form  of  Ismail  the  doorkeeper,  stiff  in 
death,  the  face  fixed  in  a  travesty  of  its  wonted 
kindly  grin.  The  brow  seemed  to  have  shrunk 
away  from  beneath  the  turban,  the  cheeks 
had  sunken ;  the  white  beard  seemed  a  growth 
independent  of  the  chin  it  fastened  on.  It 
was  no  longer  the  man,  simple  yet  so  wise, 
whom  Zeyd  had  known  and  revered,  but 
something  derisive,  harsh  and  terrible,  a 
menace  and  a  curse. 

Beside  the  corpse  lay  Fatmeh  on  her  face, 
weeping  bitterly.  The  girl  who  had  admitted 
Zeyd  pushed  past  him  and  kicked  the  prostrate 
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one  again  and  again,  then,  kneeling,  beat  and 
pinched  her  unmercifully,  screaming — 

"Weep!  Weep!  By  the  Gospel,  I  will 
make  thee  weep,  O  cause  of  misfortune  to  the 
house  that  sheltered  thee  !  Foul  daughter  of  a 
Muslim,  weep  louder,  louder !  Oh,  if  all  you 
Muslimun  were  made  on  the  pattern  of  him 
who  lies  there,  then  earth  would  be  a  different 
place  !  Cease  not  to  weep,  lest  I  tear  thy  eyes !  " 

In  the  frenzy  of  her  spite,  she  had  forgotten 
Zeyd.  When  he  flung  her  back  by  main  force, 
she  looked  on  him  with  blind  eyes  a  moment. 
Then  with  the  hiss  of  an  angry  serpent  she 
strove  to  scratch  his  eyes,  spitting  venomously. 

"  May  Allah  blind  and  maim  thee !  All  shall 
die — thou  and  thy  wicked  sheykh,  and  this 
woman,  and  the  rest  of  you — all — all !  My 
lord  went  to  the  consul — the  consul,  hear  you  ? 
And  the  end  of  all  of  you  is  concerted,  if  not 
accomplished.  .  .  .  Ah,  devil !  What  wouldst 
thou  ?  Let  go ;  let  go,  I  say  !  O  Allah  !  O 
Blessed  Lord  ! " 

Anger  had  driven  from  Zeyd's  mind  every 
thought  of  goodness.  He  saw  only  the  charms 
of  the  woman,  remembered  only  her  brutality 
to  Fatmeh,  and  the  affronts  she  had  put  upon 
himself.  With  clenched  teeth  and  blazing  eyes, 
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he  was  working  to  master  her  when  the 
voice  of  the  Frank  called  without.  In  the 
same  minute  she  ceased  struggling  and  he 
let  go. 

Then,  too  late,  Zeyd  remembered  that  he 
had  come  on  an  errand  of  apology ;  and  he 
hung  his  head.  Was  he  himself  any  better 
than  the  Circassians  ?  Truly,  a  man  uninspired 
was  no  more  master  of  his  own  impulses  than 
is  a  sword  in  a  strong  hand.  Crestfallen  and 
ashamed,  Zeyd  went  and  humbled  himself 
before  the  physician.  He  tried  to  give  his 
message.  But  the  unbeliever  would  not  listen, 
making  moan  in  his  own  fashion,  which  was 
not  that  of  the  son  of  an  Arab,  with  gestures 
and  a  bitter  cry,  but  simply  a  sardonic  grinning 
and  muttering,  the  while  his  hands  trembled, 
clasped  and  unclasped  nervously. 

"  Begone  !  Walk  !  Go  out  of  my  house ! 
Have  I  not  seen  enough  of  thee  and  thy 
master  ?  A  good  return — is  it  not  ? — for  all 
I  did  for  the  girl.  He  brings  the  city  against 
me.  He  kills  my  doorkeeper,  the  best  of  men. 
He  shall  be  severely  punished,  word  of  an 
Englishman !  The  consul  says  so.  But  as 
for  me,  I  lose  my  appointment.  The  society 
will  not  retain  me  after  all  this.  I  have  to 
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thank  thy  master  for  much — very  much.  I 
think  so  indeed.  He  is  a  good  man,  not 
so  ?  Excellent !  Ah,  ha,  ha !  ...  Speak  not ! 
Begone !  Walk  !  And  take  the  woman  with 
thee.  Let  me  see  the  end  of  all  of  you  ! " 

There  was  no  reasoning  with  a  creature 
so  plainly  distraught.  "  Begone  ! "  he  kept 
repeating,  till  at  last  Zeyd  renounced  all 
further  attempt  to  pierce  his  understanding 
and  said,  a  little  irritably — 

"To  hear  is  to  obey." 

Zeyd  went  back  into  the  death-chamber, 
murmured  "  Peace  to  the  upright ! "  by  the 
corpse  of  the  kind  old  negro  and,  taking 
Fatmeh  by  the  hand,  raised  her  and  led  her 
forth.  By  the  outer  door  of  the  house  stood 
the  weeping  maid-servant.  She  opened  for 
them  and,  as  they  passed  out,  struck  Fatmeh 
such  a  blow  beneath  the  shoulders  that  she 
groaned  and  fell  forward,  coughing  violently. 
Zeyd  thought  her  stabbed.  He  turned  to  take 
vengeance,  but  the  door  was  shut. 

Fatmeh  lay  upon  the  cobbles  of  the  narrow 
lane,  groaning  and  coughing  by  turns ;  while 
Zeyd  raised  hands  of  denunciation  against 
that  house  of  sin,  calling  to  Allah  for  justice 
upon  her  murderers.  No  help,  no  human 
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form,  was  at  hand.     The  accustomed  seat  of 
the  sherbet-seller  was  empty. 

Soon,  however,  to  his  vast  relief,  Fatmeh 
rose  up,  expressing  her  readiness,  and  he  led 
her  to  the  khan. 

It  was  the  heat  of  the  day  when  no  one 
fares  abroad  who  can  help  it.  Those  they 
met  were  too  indolent  to  take  note  of  the 
towzled  raiment  of  a  woman  or  the  mad 
mutterings  of  a  man,  who  at  a  glance  seemed 
mere  beggars. 

On  arrival  at  the  khan  the  host  put  many 
anxious  questions  to  them  out  of  the  kindness 
of  his  heart.  He  was  more  than  repaid  by 
the  thrill  of  Zeyd's  narrative. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  ! "  he  exclaimed  at  the  end. 
"  It  is  not  good  to  frequent  unbelievers.  The 
sheykh — dear,  righteous  man  ! — he  thought  no 
evil — that  is  known.  And  yet  it  was  not  good. 
I  myself  could  have  informed  him  harm  would 
come  of  it." 

He  readily  undertook  to  lodge  Fatmeh  with 
his  own  women. 

While  they  yet  stood  talking  in  the  door- 
way, an  ass,  saddled  and  bridled,  was  led  out 
from  the  adjoining  stable.  It  was  followed 
by  an  aged  fellah,  who  gave  a  coin  to  the  ostler. 
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The  fellah  then  bestrode  the  beast,  groaning 
like  a  camel  with  the  exertion.  Zeyd,  recogniz- 
ing his  wife's  sister's  husband's  uncle,  hailed 
him  joyfully. 

"  I  cannot  stay.  I  have  waited  long 
enough/'  muttered  the  donkey-rider,  in  agita- 
tion. "  Allah  knows  they  may  be  already  at 
my  house,  clasping  my  doorposts,  needing  my 
protection.  I  am  old  and  have  no  stomach  for 
the  fray.  Yet  they  went  off  bravely,  that  hand- 
ful against  a  whole  city.  I  was  proud  of  their 
friendship  though  I  slipped  away.  No  doubt 
but  that  they  have  slain  the  Frank  and  all 
belonging  to  him,  and  have  destroyed  his  house 
with  fire.  They  come  from  wilds  wherein 
vengeance  is  a  sacred  right — as  it  should  be, 
O  my  son — as  it  should  be.  They  know  not 
the  law  of  this  city  which  takes  no  count  of 
religious  motives.  They  will  flee  from  the 
punishment  to  my  house,  and  I  must  be  there 
to  shield  them  if  I  can." 

"  Was  the  riot  then  so  serious,  O  my  uncle  ? 
They  spoke  of  it  as  a  jest." 

"  Hadst  thou  seen  their  faces,  heard  their 
heartsome  shouts  as  I  did,  thou  wouldst  never 
ask — '  was  it  serious  ?  ' 

1  'Alas,  for  their  wickedness!     Very  surely 
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they  are  the  worst  of  men.  May  Allah  de- 
stroy the  house  of  every  one  of  them  ! " 

The  fellah  contradicted  Zeyd  hotly  :  "  Nay, 
may  Allah  prosper  them.  Art  thou,  then, 
also  their  enemy  ?  Blessed  guests  have  they 
been  to  our  village.  The  fame  of  them  has 
made  us  respected  in  all  the  neighbourhood. 
They  are  good — the  best  possible — to  their 
friends.  What  matter  though  they  be  bad 
to  their  enemies  ?  Can  all  men  use  the  same 
eyes?  May  Allah  preserve  them!  In  thy 
grace,  O  my  dear  !  " 

Pressed  by  the  old  man's  heels,  the  donkey 
started,  its  shod  hoofs  waking  echoes  in  that 
deep-walled  place. 

Zeyd  followed,  in  search  of  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-dln,  for  whose  safety  he  grew 
anxious.  Talking  of  danger  and  punishment 
had  brought  into  the  foreground  of  his  re- 
membrance details  which  had  failed  to  impress 
him  at  the  time — in  particular,  the  company  of 
soldiers  which  had  passed  him  by  the  city  gate, 
and  the  confusion  in  the  Frank's  mad  speech 
of  Shems-ud-din  with  the  Circassians.  Appre- 
hensions, spurred  by  indigestion  of  the  various 
insults  he  had  been  forced  to  stomach,  made 
his  soul  groan  within  him.  At  unawares  he 
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ran  instead  of  walked — a  strange  sight  in  the 
city  at  high  noon. 

At  length  he  stopped  to  inquire  of  a  group 
of  good  Muslims  standing  gossiping  before  a 
cobbler's  stall,  whether  any  one  had  seen  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-din  and  his  unmistakable 
adherents.  The  men  turned  from  their 
questioner  to  glance  meaningly  one  at  another. 
The  cobbler  it  was  who  answered. 

"  W  Allah  ! "  he  exclaimed,  pausing,  needle 
in  air,  from  his  sewing  at  a  certain  slipper. 
"Go  and  ask  at  the  Mehkemeh.  A  hundred 
Muslimun  are  shut  in  there,  and  they  say  the 
English  consul  is  judging  them  in  place  of  our 
rightful  Caldi.  Ah,  those  Franks  are  devils! 
There  is  no  end  to  their  enormities.  And  our 
lords,  who  suffer  them,  are  little  better." 

Zeyd  stayed  to  hear  no  more.  He  ran  on, 
panting,  with  misty  eyes.  Upon  the  fastened 
door  of  the  court-house  a  crowd  pressed,  enjoy- 
ing a  grievous  outcry  from  within. 

"  Ha,  they  beat  the  malefactors !  That  is 
good,"  said  a  Nazarene  to  his  neighbour.  "  He 
knows  his  business,  this  English  consul." 

Zeyd  thundered  in  vain  at  the  door.  None 
opened,  and  the  crowd  jeered  at  him.  With 
heart  near  to  breaking,  he  gave  up  the  attempt 
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and  ran  headlong  towards  the  Haram.  A 
great  pulse  throbbed  in  his  brain,  seeming  the 
pulse  of  the  whole  world,  for  every  object  of 
his  gaze  beat  with  it. 

The  aged  Mahmud  Ali,  Chief  of  the  Learned 
in  the  Holy  City,  was  coming  out  of  the  Mosque 
El  Aksa  on  the  arm  of  a  young  disciple — his 
senile  blindness  doubled  for  the  moment  by  the 
sudden  sunlight  dropped  on  him  like  a  dazzling 
veil — when  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas  fell  grovel- 
ling at  his  feet. 

"Who  is  it,  O  my  son?"  quavered  the 
sheykh,  much  alarmed  ;  for  he  could  not  discern 
the  form  of  the  suppliant  whether  of  manor  beast. 

"  It  is  some  mad  derwish,"  replied  the  lad 
supporting  him. 

"  Nay,  it  is  I,  Zeyd,  the  servant  of  the 
Sheykh  Shems-ud-din.  Mad  am  I  now,  and 
with  reason,  for  they  kill  my  master." 

"  O  Allah,  is  it  possible  ?  Expound  the 
matter,  O  most  faithful  of  servants." 

The  old  man  heard  the  story  sadly  to  an 
end.  Then  he  bade  his  disciple  lead  him 
beneath  some  trees  which  grew  by  the  place 
of  washing.  There,  in  the  shade,  he  sat  down 
and,  taking  an  inkhorn,  a  reed  and  a  leaf  from 
his  girdle,  wrote  hurriedly. 
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"  Here  is  a  word  from  me  to  the  Cadi,"  he 
said  to  Zeyd.  "This  is  not  the  first  time  I 
have  had  to  rebuke  the  slaves  of  this  Mute- 
sarrif.  They  plead,  and  with  a  measure  of 
justice,  that  it  is  hard  for  few  to  govern  many 
without  indulging  the  majority.  None  the  less 
it  is  iniquitous.  I  here  threaten  him  with  the 
curse  of  El  Islam.  I  adjure  him  by  his  father's 
grave.  His  father  was  a  good  old  man,  a  friend 
to  me.  If  he  remember  not  his  father,  then  is 
he  rightly  accursed." 

Armed  with  that  writing,  Zeyd  sped  across 
the  honoured  pavement  to  where  his  slippers 
lay  beside  the  steps;  and  thence  to  the 
Mehkemeh,  where  he  arrived  bathed  in  sweat, 
and  mouthing  oddly — a  maniac  to  all  ap- 
pearance. The  crowd,  now  much  diminished, 
withdrew  from  him  in  alarm.  His  knocks  on 
the  massive  door  reverberated  as  though  the 
hall  within  had  been  as  empty  as  it  was  silent. 

"  Open,  O  sons  of  Eblis  !  In  the  name  of 
Allah !  In  the  name  of  El  Islam,  open,  or  it 
shall  be  the  worse  for  you  !  "  Zeyd  knew  not 
what  he  cried.  He  had  forgotten  dignities. 
What  mattered  anything?  It  was  the  Last 
Day. 

At  that  high  call,  the  door  was  opened  a 
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little.  Its  keepers,  expecting  to  behold  some 
functionary,  gaped  on  the  vision  of  a  sweat- 
blind  vagrant.  By  allowance  of  their  stupor 
the  wretch  shot  past  them  into  the  court. 

"Who  is  this?  What  means  this?"  cried 
a  voice  of  anger.  Zeyd  was  aware  confusedly 
of  men  innumerable  rising  from  the  ground 
with  shouts  and  harsh  laughter.  In  that 
peopled  dimness  he  faltered,  dazed  and 
abashed.  He  heard  the  voice  of  the  enemy, 
the  voice  of  Hassan  Agha,  calling — 

"  Behold  the  grace  of  Allah  !  It  is  he,  the 
murderer,  the  rightful  victim,  brought  to  us  by 
a  miracle.  O  Excellency,  slay  that  wicked  man 
and  spare  us  !  " 

Then,  of  a  sudden,  he  espied  the  Sheykh 
Shems-ud-dln,  and  it  was  as  if  a  light  shone 
upon  him  suddenly.  With  a  glad  cry  he  was 
going  towards  his  master  when  strong  arms 
seized  and  carried  him,  kicking,  before  the 
judge. 

"  Praise  be  to  Allah !  We  have  here  the 
culprit — not  a  doubt  of  it.  We  will  soon 
extract  his  confession,"  sighed  Yusuf  Effendi, 
with  immense  relief. 


XXVI 


"  1\J  ^  '  *  say  no  '  ^ak  forbid  so  great  a  sin. 
•*-^l  He  is  a  good  poor  man,  who  never 
wronged  any  one,  my  friend  these  many  days. 
For  my  sake  came  he  to  this  city,  mistress  of 
wickedness  ;  and  if  he  have  sinned  herein,  the 
blame  is  mine.  Let  me  die  and  save  him." 

Shems-ud-din  stood  between  Ytisuf  Effendi 
and  the  helpless  Zeyd,  confronting  the  former 
in  a  posture  not  of  suppliance.  The  Cadi 
frowned,  while  his  eyes  shifted  nervously  from 
side  to  side,  then  settled  on  his  string  of  beads. 

"  Art  possessed,  old  man  ?"  he  remonstrated, 
in  a  whisper.  "  Seest  thou  not  it  is  thy  chance 
to  escape?  Some  one  must  die.  Let  it  be 
this  dog,  who  is  certainly  not  good.  It  is  im- 
possible thou  canst  know  him,  call  him  friend. 
Look  once  more  on  him,  I  entreat  thee,  what  a 
vile  face  is  there  !  Thou  wast  deceived  at  the 
first,  the  hall  is  dim.  It  is  not  thy  friend,  but 
a  villain  undeserving  of  compassion.  Let  him 
take  his  wages/' 

"  If  he  dies,  I  die  with  him  !  He  is  my 
302 
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friend,  my  faithful  follower.  See,  he  holds  a 
paper  crumpled  in  his  hand.  It  may  be  a 
writing  of  importance  to  us.  Let  it  be  read,  O 
Excellency.  Doubtless  it  shall  explain  his 
presence  here." 

"  So  be  it ;  but  we  waste  time,"  said  the 
Cadi,  fretfully.  "  I  grudge  every  minute  lest 
by  ill-hap  that  Nazarene  should  return  and  end 
my  power  to  befriend  you." 

A  soldier  disengaged  the  paper  from  Zeyd's 
hand,  and  passed  it  to  the  judge  with  a  reverence. 
Yusuf  Effendi  read  it  and  turned  to  stone.  His 
eyes  bolted  from  their  sockets.  Then  he  made 
the  gesture  of  throwing  dust  on  his  head,  of 
rending  his  clothes,  and  bemoaned  the  day  he 
was  born. 

"O  Allah,  what  can  be  done?  O  Allah, 
pity  me !  Let  the  man  go,  you  soldiers !  It  is 
an  envoy  from  the  illustrious  Mahmfad  Ali. 
O  Lord  of  mercy,  what  shall  I  do,  whom  slay  ? 

0  Almighty,  appoint  me  some  victim  quickly, 
for  the  pig  may  return  who  cares  not  though 

1  perish,  my  lord  with  me.    Oh,  Allah  !  Allah  ! " 

He  glanced  wildly  round  him,  as  though 
expecting  his  prey,  new-created,  to  drop  from 
heaven.  Then  he  hid  his  face  in  his  hands 
and  wept  before  all  men  there. 
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His  scribe,  with  intent  to  console  him,  set  to 
work  to  make  fresh  coffee. 

While  Yusuf  remained  thus,  rocked  with 
grief;  while  the  scribe  and  a  humbler  attendant 
were  busy  about  the  little  brazier,  and  the 
fragrance  of  coffee  stewing  caused  the  prisoners 
and  their  guards  to  lick  envious  lips,  the  door 
of  the  hall  opened  once  again.  Yusuf  groaned 
and  his  face  puckered  with  the  peevish  despera- 
tion of  a  child.  He  supposed  it  was  the  Christian 
pig,  returned  to  ruin  him. 

"  Take,  read,  O  Yusuf !  "  cried  a  voice  of 
triumph  ;  when,  looking  up  in  surprise,  the 
judge  beheld  Abd-ur-Rahman  Bey.  Still  sob- 
bing, he  received  a  flimsy  slip  of  paper,  only  to 
return  it  with  a  moan — 

"It  is  in  Prankish  character,  I  cannot 
read  it" 

"If  my  lord  the  Bek  will  deign  to  pass  it  to 
me,  with  the  Cadi's  leave,  I  can  perhaps  decipher 
it,"  said  the  scribe,  once  more  at  his  post. 

The  scribe  read,  and  recognized  the  words 
for  Arabic.  He  quickly  transliterated,  and 
handed  his  copy  to  the  judge. 

"  Ma  sh'  Allah  !  O  Allah,  mercy  !  Have 
compassion  !  In  what  have  I  sinned  that  such 
woes  are  stacked  upon  me  ?  I  am  robbed,  and 
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may  not  take  vengeance ;  I  give  judgement,  and 
must  reverse  my  judgement.  And  all  that  is 
not  enough.  I  myself  am  doomed  to  ruin  by 
the  Grand  Wazir.  On  one  hand,  the  Grand 
Wazir ;  on  the  other,  the  Powers  of  Europe. 
What  am  I  to  do,  whom  obey  ?  Some  one  must 
die  or  I  am  ruined.  Yet  all  these  must  go  free, 
or  I  die.  What  matter  in  the  end  ?  Let  me 
die,  since  it  is  so  decreed." 

1  'Calm  yourself,  O  my  dear  Yusuf," 
whispered  Abd-ur- Rahman  at  his  ear.  "  Thy 
plight  is  by  no  means  desperate.  I  see  many 
in  this  court  who  are  nothing  to  my  uncle — 
inquisitives  of  the  city  who  have  pushed  in 
somehow.  Punish  a  few  of  them  and  all  is 
said." 

"  But  .  .  .  O  Lord  !  ...  is  it  not  the  hour 
of  sunset  ?  And  the  consul  enjoined,  '  ere 
sunset.' " 

"  Take  comfort.  There  is  yet  half  an  hour. 
Let  me  indicate  the  men  to  thee.  Those  four 
by  the  door  will  do.  They  serve  no  purpose 
in  the  world.  I  have  seen  them  often  in  the 
streets,  and  know  their  kind.  Act  at  once  and 
secretly.  Let  not  my  father  guess  thy  purpose. 
Nay,  on  second  thoughts,  what  need  to  act  at 
all  in  person  ?  I  myself  will  bid  the  soldiers 
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hale  them  forth  to  execution ;  and  do  thou 
meanwhile  make  thy  peace  with  my  father  and 
all  these  his  companions." 

"May  Allah  reward  thee,  O  child  of  my 
soul !  Thy  wit  has  saved  my  honour."  In  the 
fulness  of  his  heart  the  judge  embraced  Abd- 
ur- Rahman,  and  kissed  him  on  both  cheeks. 
"  One  other  favour  I  must  beg  of  thee  :  let 
some  one  seek  out  the  chancellor  of  the 
English  consulate,  that  he  may  see  the  corpses. 
Bid  him  ask  if  it  is  the  consul's  desire  that 
their  heads  be  severed  and  set  up  in  some  public 
place  for  an  example  to  other  malefactors." 

No  sooner  had  Abd-ur- Rahman  left  his  side 
than  the  Cadi  stepped  down  off  the  dais.  Ap- 
proaching the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din,  he  strove 
to  kiss  his  hand,  craving  pardon  for  the  in- 
dignities heaped  in  error  on  one  so  illustrious. 
His  urbanity  fully  restored,  he  talked  and  joked 
lightly  with  the  prisoners,  calling  them  his 
children,  his  soul's  dear  ones,  smiling  lovingly 
upon  each  and  all  of  them,  even  upon  his  two 
robbers.  Loud  swelled  their  praise  of  his 
magnanimity,  and  many  were  the  coins  thrust 
into  the  hand  which  he  held  for  convenience1 
sake  behind  his  back.  The  Sheykh  Shems-ud- 
din  blessed  him,  and  made  him  a  present  on 
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account  of  Zeyd.  With  pious  eyes,  Yusuf 
Effendi  thanked  God  for  his  mercies,  and 
repeatedly  exclaimed — 

"  O  lucky  day  !  " 

At  length  Abd-ur-Rahman  came  back  to 
him  and  whispered — 

"  It  is  finished." 

"  The  praise  to  Allah  !  You  are  released, 
all  of  you ;  your  arms  are  restored,"  cried  the 
Cadi,  with  bounteous  gestures.  "  Sin  no  more, 
I  beseech  you  ;  but  go  your  ways  in  peace." 

"In  this  hour  we  shall  set  out  for  our  own 
place,"  said  Hassan  Agha,  when  the  storm  of 
blessings  had  subsided.  He  with  Shibli  took  a 
penitent  leave  of  the  Sheykh  Shems-ud-din, 
who  would  not  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany 
them. 

The  court  then  emptied  apace. 

Yusuf  bowed  low  before  Shems-ud-din,  who, 
attended  by  Mas  and  Zeyd,  yet  lingered  in  the 
darkening  hall.  He  besought  him — 

"  Deign,  O  my  lord,  to  write  a  little — a 
mere  word — to  the  brother  of  thy  Grace,  to  the 
august  Milhem  Basha,  Pillar  of  the  Throne, 
that  he  may  know  I  have  done  his  bidding 
against  all  opponents.  Write,  I  pray  thee, 
that  I  would  do  aught  imaginable  to  oblige 
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his  noble  Excellency,  that  I  am  the  humblest 
of  his  servants,  that  I  kiss  the  earth  between 
his  two  feet.  ...  O  Nasr,  bring  paper,  ink, 
and  a  sound  reed,  hither  to  our  lord.  Deign 
to  sit  down.  Ennoble  my  name,  which  is 
Yusuf  Effendi,  son  to  Muhammed  Effendi,  who 
was  formerly  Mufti  in  this  city.  May  Allah 
Most  High  reward  the  affability  of  your 
Mighty  Reverence  !  My  house  is  thy  house. 
Truly,  now  is  my  soul  between  thy  two  hands." 

Shems-ud-din  wrote  as  requested,  and 
handed  the  paper  to  the  judge,  who  passed  it 
on  to  the  scribe,  who  made  a  letter  of  it  ready 
for  transmission  through  the  post. 

Abd-ur-Rahman  stood  afar-off  by  the  wall, 
lurking  in  the  background,  a  shadow  among 
shadows. 


XXVII 

OUTSIDE  the  hall  of  judgment  it  was 
dusk  in  the  streets.  Men  wending 
homeward  from  the  place  of  business  hurried 
past,  a  dwindling  stream.  Their  lanterns, 
shining  with  confined  rays,  appeared  set  in 
the  first  rich  bloom  of  night  like  the  eyes  in 
a  peacock's  tail.  Shems-ud-din  desired  no 
lantern  to  guide  his  steps.  The  dogs  begin- 
ning to  prowl  after  offal,  might  snarl  at  his 
disturbance,  he  feared  not  their  spite ;  he  cared 
for  nothing  earthly.  Through  a  gap  in  the 
hard  black  roofs,  the  flowers  of  heaven  shone 
in  their  pleasant  field.  He  did  not  observe 
them,  all  desire  of  the  eyes,  all  lust  of  con- 
templation having  rest  within  him. 

Of  a  sudden,  in  a  quiet  place,  Zeyd  plucked 
his  robe. 

"Haste,  O  my  master;  the  soldiers 
follow  us ! " 

"  Hist ! "  whispered  M&s  from  the  back- 
ground. "  Be  silent,  blockhead !  It  is  his 
son  who  follows." 

309 
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Zeyd  and  Mas  together  shrank  away  into 
the  darkness. 

Confused  by  the  touch  of  Zeyd,  by  words 
which  had  failed  to  pierce  his  sad  abstraction, 
and  yet  more  by  the  vanishing  of  the  dis- 
turbers ere  he  could  ask  what  ailed  them, 
Shems-ud-din  stood  still,  as  they  had  left 
him,  looking  back. 

A  tall  shape  grew  out  of  the  darkness.  It 
loomed  swiftly  upon  him.  He  heard  a  sobbing, 
felt  his  robe  caught  fast  in  a  clutch  of  despair. 

"  Forsake  me  not,  O  my  father ! " 

It  was  the  voice  of  Abd-ur- Rahman,  the 
one  voice  in  all  the  world  of  power  to  strike 
him.  Folding  his  son  to  his  breast,  the  old 
man  lifted  up  his  voice  and  wept. 

"  Ah,  have  mercy,  O  my  Father  !  Go  not 
now  to  the  khan,  but  turn  aside  into  this  entry 
till  I  bare  my  soul  to  thee." 

"  Is  it  worth  the  while,  O  beloved  ?  Do 
I  not  know  already  ?  "  said  Shems-ud-din  ;  but 
his  son's  will  constrained  him. 

In  a  gloom  so  profound  that  the  night 
they  had  left  without  seemed  a  brightness  by 
comparison,  Abd-ur- Rahman  fell  at  his  father's 
feet.  When  the  sheykh  strove  to  raise  him, 
he  uttered  cries  of  pain. 
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"  Let  be,  O  my  father!  First  hear  me 
to  an  end.  When  I  left  thee  to  go  to  my 
uncle,  I  was  the  child  of  thy  training ;  I  knew 
no  law  but  that  God  sent,  in  which  thou  hadst 
instructed  me;  I  thought  that  all  who  call 
themselves  Muslimun  deferred  to  that  law  in 
conscience  as  in  form.  But  when  I  came  to 
Istanbul,  and  beheld  the  grandeur  of  that 
city,  with  its  wealth  and  luxury,  my  soul 
doubted,  and  I  looked  two  ways ;  for  things 
I  had  reckoned  sinful  were  there  done  openly 
in  the  daylight,  while  men  of  ripe  years  and 
superior  judgment  smiled  at  my  careful 
observances  and  scruples  against  the  use  of 
this  and  that.  After  a  little,  thy  likeness 
faded  from  my  remembrance ;  thy  maxims 
sounded  faint  amid  the  voices  near  me. 

"  The  precepts  of  my  uncle  Milhem  were 
not  what  thine  had  been.  He  is  a  good  man 
in  his  fashion,  and  was  very  kind  to  me.  His 
wisdom,  his  wit  in  talk,  compelled  my  admira- 
tion. The  high  authority  I  saw  him  wield 
enforced  respect.  Moreover,  having  no  son 
of  his  own  body,  he  used  me  as  the  apple  of 
his  eye.  He  gave  me  money  for  my  pleasures, 
more  than  I  had  ever  seen  in  all  my  life.  He 
chose  for  me  companions,  Turks,  the  sons  of 
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good  houses,  in  whose  society  I  ate  and  drank 
of  abomination." 

Here  a  burst  of  sobbing  broke  the  narra- 
tive. Abd-ur- Rahman  had  felt  his  father's 
hand  touch  his  brow. 

"Yet  for  that  my  uncle  was  not  angry. 
He  only  laughed,  when  I  confessed  to  him, 
and  bade  me  have  a  care  for  my  health.  He 
himself  was  my  tutor  in  the  science  of  state- 
craft, of  which  he  is  the  greatest  master. 
From  him  I  learnt  to  separate  faith  and  be- 
haviour, the  rules  of  government  and  those 
from  Allah  Most  High.  He  placed  me  for 
a  while  at  the  customs-house,  and  when  I 
had  there  learnt  all  that  he  wished  me  to  learn 
from  the  conduct  of  the  officials,  he  brought 
me  into  the  employment  of  a  certain  wazir,  his 
friend.  Everywhere  I  saw  the  needy  turned 
away,  while  he  who  owned  fine  clothes  and 
brought  a  gift  in  his  hand,  secured  an  audience. 
Hence  I  contracted  a  loathing  for  the  poor  and 
miserable,  and  would  never  be  seen  in  the 
company  of  a  man  ill-clad. 

"  From  the  closet  of  that  wazir  I  passed 
to  the  military  service,  in  which  I  served 
but  two  months  before  the  influence  of  my 
uncle  procured  my  appointment  to  this  garrison 
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as  a  yezbashi.  At  the  same  time  I  received 
from  the  bounty  of  our  Sultan  the  style  and 
dignity  of  Bek. 

"In  the  parting  audience  my  uncle  informed 
me  that  he  would  no  longer  push  my  fortunes 
so  openly,  for  fear  of  jealousies,  but  that  I  must 
make  my  own  way  on  from  the  start  he  had 
given  me.  He  would  make  me  an  allowance 
of  money,  which  he  named  and  I  thought  most 
handsome.  Then  came  his  last  word  of  advice. 
It  was  to  associate  only  with  those  who  could 
further  my  career.  He  said,  laughing,  that  he 
was  afraid  lest  my  father's  son  should  waste 
time  in  the  profitless  frequentation  of  learned 
madmen,  in  relieving  the  wants  of  scabby 
beggars,  who  said  never  'The  Lord  reward 
thee.'  He  need  not  have  thus  adjured  me,  for 
already  I  was  the  son  of  his  teaching. 

"So  it  came  to  pass,  O  my  father,  that 
when  I  came  to  this  city,  and  found  myself 
a  personage  courted  and  admired,  I  forbore 
to  think  on  the  little  place  of  my  birth,  or  on 
the  friends  of  my  youth,  but  made  all  my 
endeavour  to  appear  the  greatest  possible, 
vaunting  my  high  lineage  and  powerful  con- 
nections. I  sent  no  word  unto  thee,  O  my 
father,  nor  let  any  one  suspect  thy  presence 
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upon  earth.  I  even  told  a  comrade,  who 
inquired  of  me  somewhat  straitly,  that  I  was 
an  orphan,  and  that  my  father  had  been  a 
great  statesman  on  the  pattern  of  my  uncle 
Milhem." 

A  deep  groan  from  the  mouth  of  the 
passage  caused  Abd-ur-  Rahman  to  cease 
speaking,  and  start  to  his  feet. 

"Some  one  listens.  May  his  house  be 
destroyed ! " 

"  Who  is  out  there  ?  "  called  Shems-ud-dm  ; 
and  the  voice  of  Zeyd  made  answer — 

"  It  is  I,  O  my  master,  and  with  me  Mas 
the  black." 

"  O  insolence  !  May  their  fathers  perish  ! " 
cried  Abd-ur-Rahman. 

"  Nay,  curse  them  not,  my  son.  They  are 
folk  of  our  own  house.  In  my  distress,  when 
thou  and  Shibli  and  all  others  left  me,  this 
Zeyd  was  hands  and  feet  and  ears  and  eyes 
to  me.  Mds  thou  knowest  of  old ;  I  have  no 
need  to  tell  thee  who  he  is.  Continue,  O  my 
soul ! " 

"When  I  received  the  letter  warning  of 
thy  coming,  which  reached  me  in  the  same 
hour  when  thou  shouldst  arrive,  I  knew  not 
what  countenance  to  adopt.  Indeed  my  surprise 


THE   HOUSE   OF   ISLAM       315 

was  great,  for  I  had  not  written  to  thee, 
and  who,  I  wondered,  could  have  informed 
thee  of  my  existence  in  El  Cuds  ?  One  half 
of  me  yearned  for  thy  blessing,  while  the  other 
hung  back  for  fear  lest  by  thy  means  some 
of  my  pretensions  should  be  belied. 

"  When  I  beheld  thee  riding  in  so  strange- 
looking  a  company,  when  I  found  thee  resolute 
to  pursue  thy  dealings  with  the  Frank  physician, 
I  determined  thenceforth  to  visit  thee  only  in 
secret,  and  to  refute  every  rumour  of  our 
relationship  which  might  get  abroad.  Thanks 
to  the  garrulity  of  Hassan  Agha,  I  was  driven 
thrice  to  contradict  that  kind  of  rumour." 

The  narrator  paused,  sobbing.  Again  a 
hollow  groan  from  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel 
made  him  wince.  But  he  soon  recovered 
enough  force  to  proceed  in  a  broken  voice — 

"  O  my  father,  what  is  left  to  tell  ?  Thou 
knowest  the  end  of  the  story,  how  the  shock 
of  thy  captivity  drove  out  the  devil  which  had 
so  long  possessed  me  ;  how  I  strove,  tardily, 
to  repair  my  fault.  Now  see,  I  am  the  dust 
before  thee.  My  companions,  for  whose  sake 
I  sinned,  now  turn  from  me  with  sneers  and 
cutting  taunts.  I  am  become  unclean  in  their 
sight. 
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"  And  now,  O  my  father,  learn  my  firm 
resolve.  I  will  at  once  resign  my  high  position 
and  the  favour  of  my  uncle,  and  return  with 
thee  to  our  little  town  in  the  wilds,  there  to 
end  my  days  in  thy  peace  and  in  the  way  of 
the  upright." 

"  God  is  Most  Great !  God  is  Most 
Merciful!  Unto  God  the  praise!"  cried  Mas 
and  Zeyd  together  from  the  night  without. 

"  I  approve  not  at  all,"  said  Shems-ud-dm 
gently,  yet  with  decision,  "  unless  on  one 
condition  :  that  thou  remain  first  a  full  three 
months  at  thy  post.  If,  when  that  term  shall 
have  expired,  thy  desire  be  not  altered,  then 
come  to  us ;  and  may  Allah  grant  thee  of  His 
blessings ! " 

"  But  ...  O  Lord !  "  moaned  Abd-ur- 
Rahman,  in  anguish.  "  My  companions — all 
my  acquaintance  spurn  me.  How  can  I  endure 
for  three  months  the  scorn  of  all  around  me  ? " 

"  The  scorn  will  not  long  survive  its  cause. 
And  if  some  things  I  have  heard  are  true, 
thou  art  not  all  contemptible,  my  son.  Thou 
art  called  a  zealous,  a  competent,  and  a  clever 
officer ;  and,  moreover,  I  hear  it  said  that 
thou  alone  of  all  thy  kind,  hast  been  known 
to  refuse  a  bribe." 
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"  The  praise  in  that  is  not  mine.  It 
belongs,  under  Allah,  to  my  uncle  Milhem, 
who  keeps  me  so  well  provided  that  I  require 
not  the  gifts  of  any  man.  But,  O  my  father ! 
ask  me  not  to  endure  for  three  months  the 
sneer  of  my  companions." 

"  I  ask  no  less,  my  son.  Be  brave,  O 
beloved !  Consent  to  reap  the  harvest  of  thy 
sin;  so  shall  it  be  expiated  before  Allah, 
whose  wrath  is  more  to  be  feared  than  my 
pain  or  the  looks  of  thy  companions.  To- 
morrow thou  wilt  present  me  to  the  Mutesarrif, 
to  the  Chief  of  the  Soldiers,  and  to  all  thy 
friends ;  and  I  shall  contrive  to  let  fall  a 
word  or  two  to  lighten  thy  offence.  Fear 
not  that  I  shall  bring  shame  or  ridicule 
upon  thee.  My  speech  is  not  that  of  the 
fellah  or  the  muleteer.  Afterwards  I,  in 
my  turn,  will  present  thee  to  the  Chief 
of  the  Learned,  whose  blessing  shall  sustain 
thee  through  the  trial.  Thy  mistake  has 
been  always  to  shun  the  society  of  the 
devout  and  studious.  It  is  the  mistake  of  my 
brother  Milhem.  .  .  .  Now  walk  with  me  to 
the  khan." 

"  Nay,  I  beseech  thee !     I  have  wept  much  ; 
I  would  avoid  the  stare  of  strangers." 
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"  I  say  not,  enter  with  me ;  but  bear  me 
company  as  far  as  to  the  door." 

The  street  seemed  light  as  they  came  forth 
to  it.  Great  stars  throbbed  overhead  in  a 
tranquil  sky,  but  the  grudging  houseshapes  and 
frequent  arches  allowed  but  a  glimpse  of  them. 
Mas  stalked  in  front  and  Zeyd  behind,  to  kick 
off  the  dogs  which  soon  formed  a  barking 
phalanx  in  their  wake.  Shems-ud-dm  held  his 
son's  hand  in  a  tight  clasp.  At  the  entrance 
of  the  khan,  he  embraced  him  and  let  him  go. 

Then,  having  watched  him  depart,  he 
caused  Mas  to  fetch  a  lantern  and  light  him 
up  a  dark  and  broken  stair  to  the  roof  of  the 
hostelry,  whence  he  could  view  the  perfect 
flower  of  night  and  drink  its  fragrance. 

The  city  slept  around  him.  Except  for 
light  here  and  there  in  some  upper  chamber, 
for  the  shapen  Dome  of  the  Rock  and  a  few 
minarets,  he  might  have  thought  it  an  outcrop 
of  black  rock  on  the  face  of  the  hills.  Far 
away  to  the  eastward,  across  a"  gulf,  appeared 
the  rampart  of  his  own  land,  vague  and  dreamy 
beneath  the  stars. 

Peace  fell  about  him  like  a  pleasant  rain. 
To-morrow  he  would  go  hand  in  hand  with 
his  long-lost  son.  To-morrow,  for  the  last  time, 
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he  would  visit  the  grave  of  Alia.  To-morrow, 
ere  the  sunset,  he  would  take  leave  of  the 
wicked  city  never  to  return.  If  Allah  willed. 

Alia  was  dead,  his  blindness  gone.  Once 
more  he  could  see  clearly  the  right  way. 
Once  more  he  enjoyed  access  to  the  mercy 
of  the  Most  High. 


XXVIII 

THE  year's  last  rain  had  fallen  and  the 
power  of  the  summer  sun  was  fresh  on 
all  the  land.  With  thanks  to  Allah,  the  little 
party  of  travellers  approached  the  region  of 
great  trees  in  the  highland  beyond  Es-Salt. 
Mcis,  walking  beside  the  litter  which  contained 
Fatmeh,  wiped  his  face  with  his  hand  repeatedly 
and  shook  off  the  drops  thus  reaped  upon  the 
ground. 

"  It  is  hot,  O  mother  of  stale  delights,"  he 
observed  friendly.  "  How  fares  it  with  thee 
inside  there  ?  " 

"  I  stifle — I  expire/'  moaned  Fatmeh. 

u  Take  heart,  O  waning  moon  !  The  shade 
is  at  hand.  Already  I  can  see  one  butm 
tree — a  black  head  like  mine  above  the  hill. 
But  shade  is  the  parent  of  flies,  winged  devils. 
Mules  stung  by  them  wax  restless.  Thy  charms 
will  be  sorely  shaken." 

"  O  Lord,  have  mercy !  Am  I  not  dead 
already?" 

Mas  grinned  and  brought  his  goad  to  bear 
320 
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upon  the  leading  mule,  which  had  stopped  in  a 
vain  endeavour  to  bite  its  flank. 

They  were  engaged  in  climbing  the  brow 
of  a  ridge  by  a  path  embarrassed  with  loose 
stones  and  occasional  smooth  rocks,  treacherous 
to  the  hoofs.  Shems-ud-din  led  the  way  upon 
his  old  white  horse,  whose  tail  kept  swishing. 
He  was  followed  by  Zeyd  the  son  of  Abbas,  a 
deplorable  figure  surmounting  the  last  of  asses. 
At  the  crown  of  the  ascent  the  sheykh  drew 
rein,  allowing  Zeyd  to  come  up  beside  him. 

"  Praise  to  Allah  !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  hand 
shading  his  eyes. 

Before  them  upon  the  sun-bleached  slopes 
grew  many  trees,  of  dark  foliage  which  looked 
rusty  as  compared  with  its  own  rich  shadow. 

"  Praise  to  Allah!"  echoed  Zeyd,  and  there- 
with groaned,  for  the  hour  of  parting  was 
come. 

At  the  foremost  knot  of  trees  a  halt  was 
made ;  the  litter  was  set  down,  and  the  beasts 
took  their  ease  in  battle  with  the  flies.  Fatmeh 
stepped  forth  from  her  prison,  strictly  veiled, 
and  sat  down  on  the  further  side  of  the  trunks 
from  that  where  her  lord  reclined.  Zeyd  lay 
down  before  the  sheykh  and  ground  his  fore- 
head in  the  mast  from  those  trees.  He  wept — 
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"  O  dear  lord !  All  my  life  shall  I  thank 
Allah  for  the  memory  of  thee.  Hereafter, 
when  thou  art  dead  and  thy  remains  are 
covered  with  a  white  tomb,  a  wely  where  good 
men  pause  to  pray,  Zeyd  will  be  thy  pilgrim 
yearly.  Now,  after  an  hour  or  two,  if  God 
will,  I  shall  see  again  my  own  house,  my 
woman,  and  all  belonging  to  me.  By  means  of 
this  ass,  which  the  owner  would  not  receive 
again,  I  travel  comfortably.  My  soul  will 
rejoice  in  the  home-coming.  Yet  shall  I  never 
forget  thee,  O  my  guide.  Till  the  Last  Day 
I  am  the  better  for  thee.  May  Allah  reward 
thee  for  thy  mercy  towards  me — thou  high  and 
learned,  I  the  meanest  in  the  land ! " 

c<  O  kindest,  O  best,  O  most  patient  of  all 
men  living!"  cried  Shems-ud-din,  striving  to 
raise  him. 

But  Zeyd  clove  to  the  dust,  praying — 

"  Bless  me,  O  light  from  Allah,  before  I  go. 
A  long,  a  learned  blessing,  O  my  master." 

Shems-ud-din  blessed  him  then  at  great 
length.  Knowing  the  weakness  of  his  poor 
disciple,  he  used  to  indulge  it  words  of  poetical 
and  learned  use  which,  for  Zeyd,  fell  straight 
from  heaven. 

"  O  my  eyes  !     O  too  great  glory  !     O  my 
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soul ! "  gasped  the  fellah,  moaning  and  wriggl- 
ing in  the  depth  of  enjoyment. 

At  the  close  of  the  benediction,  Mas,  who 
stood  beating  off  flies  from  the  horse  of  Shems- 
ud-din,  cried — 

"  O  Zeyd,  thou  art  blest  indeed  !  I  behold 
that  blessing  upon  thee,  a  robe  of  purple  em- 
broidered with  gold  and  jewelry.  Henceforth 
thou  art  not  like  the  rest  of  us." 

Sobbing,  speechless  for  beatitude,  Zeyd 
struggled  to  his  knees.  He  seized  the  sheykh's 
hand  and,  carrying  it  to  his  lips,  rained 
passionate  kisses  upon  it.  Then,  starting  up, 
he  ran  to  his  donkey,  bestrode  the  same  and, 
plying  his  stick,  shambled  off  through  the  grove. 

Shems-ud-din,  as  he  watched  Zeyd's  form 
recede,  now  blooming  in  a  sunray,  now  fading 
in  dense  shadow,  was  not  distressed.  Time 
was  when  he  would  have  sorrowed  thus  to 
part  with  the  kindest  of  creatures.  But  now 
he  saw  men  only  as  the  sun  sees  them,  while 
loving  them  for  the  love  of  God  who  made 
them. 

Attendant  on  the  beasts,  Mas  had  wandered 
to  a  farther  group  of  trees,  beneath  which  was 
some  growth  of  herbage. 

Over  Shems-ud-din's  head  the  peep  of  sky 
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through  the  branches  made  separate  sapphires 
set  in  ebonwork.  His  eyes  uplifted  in  dreamy 
contemplation,  he  did  not  see  Fatmeh  creeping 
towards  him  round  the  ancient  tree-trunk. 
Only  when  she  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it 
to  her  forehead  did  he  wake  to  her  presence 
with  him. 

"  What  ails  thee,  woman  ? "  he  asked  in 
dismay. 

"O  hard  of  heart !  O  cruel!"  she  whimpered. 
"  Art  thou  not  lord  of  me  ?  Has  my  fancy  ever 
strayed  from  thy  goodliness  to  desire  another's  ? 
Now  Alia  is  dead,  what  am  I  ?  The  women 
at  the  spring  will  mock  me,  saying,  *  O  thing 
despised,  alone  in  his  house,  yet  unembraced.' 
O  my  dear  lord,  O  tree  of  sweet  fruit  shading 
me,  could  I  tell  when  I  joined  thy  harim,  to 
wait  upon  thy  daughter,  that  by  so  doing  I 
should  render  my  widowhood  eternal  ?  I  knew 
thou  hadst  no  other,  save  me  and  that  very 
old  one  who  is  since  dead.  .  .  .  Let  not  the 
offence  which  I  committed  at  that  other  tree 
stand  ever  in  thy  sight  against  me.  May  Allah 
blast  that  other  till  the  Last  Day  !  Died  not 
my  soul  beneath  its  branches  ?  But  this  is  a 
good  tree,  of  shade  most  pleasant.  Ah,  put 
me  not  away,  O  lord  of  justice ! " 
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Slowly  the  import  of  her  blubbering  reached 
Shems-ud-din's  intelligence  ;  and  he  saw  plainly 
how,  immersed  in  selfish  grief,  he  had  dealt 
harshly  by  his  servant.  Her  desires  were 
natural  and  legitimate.  She  was  now  alone 
in  his  house.  He  sought  no  other  woman. 

"So  be  it,"  he  said.  "Very  kind  hast 
thou  been  to  me  through  this  time  of  trouble. 
When  the  days  of  my  grief  are  accomplished, 
if  Allah  spares  us,  thou  shalt  have  thy  will/' 

The  creature's  gladness  seemed  excessive 
to  one  for  whom  all  things  were  now  equal 
under  heaven. 


In  the  wide  archway  of  his  own  house, 
overlooking  the  small  white  city  which  had 
been  his  care  so  many  years,  the  minaret  which 
he  had  caused  to  be  built,  and  the  yellow  hills 
rolling  to  violet  in  the  distance,  Shems-ud-din 
sat  on  a  morning  and  wrote  to  his  brother 
Milhem.  Behind  him,  in  the  shadow,  knelt 
Mas  employed  in  trimming  the  lamps  of  the 
house,  shaking  one  after  another  to  be  sure  it 
had  oil  enough.  The  sheykh  paused  often 
before  recharging  his  reed  to  gaze  out  over  the 
sunbaked  land  and  smile,  part  ruefully. 
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1  'After  inquiry  touching  thy  illustrious 
health,  I  submit  to  thee,  O  my  dear  brother, 
that  my  son  Abd-ur-  Rahman  does,  upon 
mature  reflection,  elect  to  retire  to  a  private 
station  and  has  returned  to  this  little  city,  to 
the  house  of  me  his  father ;  that  he  entreats 
thy  pardon  for  a  defection  which  must  bear 
the  look  of  ingratitude  ;  but  that,  in  excuse,  he 
has  not  the  strength  of  thee,  O  my  brother,  to 
escape  corruption  in  a  path  so  full  of  tempta- 
tions. Forget  not,  O  my  dear,  how  his  child- 
hood was  spent  in  a  quiet  place,  among  simple 
folk,  far  from  all  those  seductions  which  spring 
from  too  much  luxury  and  the  intercourse  with 
foreigners  and  men  unsteadfast  in  the  faith. 

"  Notwithstanding,  I  will  not  hide  from 
thee  my  own  lively  pleasure  in  this  end  to 
his  deliberations,  which  appears  to  me  the 
right  one  in  the  sight  of  Allah. 

"  Furthermore,  let  me  thank  thee  once 
again  for  thy  gracious  intervention  when  Allah 
willed  that  I  should  be  accused  falsely  in  El 
Cuds,  whither  I  went  last  spring,  on  an  evil 
prompting,  to  subject  my  beloved  daughter, 
then  very  ill,  to  the  treatment  of  a  Frank 
physician,  in  whose  house  she  died  very  peace- 
fully, the  praise  to  Allah  !  Though  sad  for  the 
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loss  of  my  daughter,  and  more  for  the  in- 
ordinate affection  my  soul  bore  her,  which 
conscience  tells  was  the  cause  of  that  loss,  I 
am  not  unhappy.  Thanks  to  Allah  !  Here  I 
am  surrounded  by  friends  who  wish  me  well. 
A  woman,  long  a  servant  in  my  house  and 
attendant  on  my  little  Alia,  now  tends  to  the 
comfort  of  my  age,  and  lavishes  on  me  the  en- 
dearments for  which  her  sort  were  created. 
Hassan  Agha,  our  old  acquaintance,  was 
felled  from  his  horse  and  wounded  recently  in 
a  conflict  with  certain  of  the  Bedu  who,  harbour- 
ing a  grudge  against  him  for  some  wrong  he 
did  to  them  in  El  Cuds,  have  harried  us  these 
three  months  past — against  all  precedent,  for 
their  time  of  sojourn  here  is  the  winter — but 
now  seem  gone  from  the  land,  for  which  we 
praise  Allah.  As  for  Hassan,  thy  bounteous 
grant  of  rifles  and  powder  have  done  much 
to  reconcile  him  to  my  son,  with  whom  he 
quarrelled  in  El  Cuds.  All  my  neighbours, 
alike  Arab  and  Circassian,  honoured  my  son 
with  a  great  reception  on  his  arrival  yesterday 
in  the  morning. 

"And  now,  O  my  brother,  once  more  1 
beseech  thee  to  forgive  thy  brother  and  the 
son  of  thy  brother,  who  are  both  very  sensible 
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of  meriting  thy  most  just  displeasure.  And 
May  Allah  preserve  thee  always  !  " 

This  letter,  when  folded  and  sealed,  was 
entrusted  to  the  soldier-servant  of  Abd-ur- 
Rahman,  who  was  obliged  to  set  out  that  day 
on  his  return  to  El  Cuds. 

In  less  than  a  month  it  was  answered.  A 
trooper  from  the  garrison  of  Esh-Sham,  calling 
God  and  his  horse  to  witness  that  he  had  ridden 
day  and  night  without  a  halt,  delivered  the 
missive  to  Shems-ud-din  as  he  sat  in  the  entry 
of  his  house  towards  sunset.  With  the  usual 
courtesies,  it  ran — 

"  I  have  received  thy  honoured  letter,  and 
though  I  grieve  much  for  the  loss  of  a  youth 
whom  I  had  come  to  regard  as  my  son  (a  thing 
I  could  never  procure  of  my  own  body,  though 
I  have  tried  many  women  and  begotten  at 
divers  times  no  less  than  sixteen  daughters,  if 
I  count  aright,  so  that  I  have  come  to  hate 
girl-children  as  a  deception,  and  utterly  fail  to 
comprehend  thy  infatuation  for  that  girl  who 
died),  yet  I  will  not  disguise  from  thee  that  the 
withdrawal  of  the  young  one  has  done  me 
good  in  my  position.  It  is  but  policy  in  the 
sovereign  to  look  askance  on  the  posterity  of 
men  of  note  ;  and  that  custom  of  the  Turks  is 
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wise  by  which  honours  descend  not  from  father 
to  son.  The  eyes  of  many  in  high  places 
regarded  with  disfavour  my  fondness  for  Abd- 
ur- Rahman  ;  but  now,  an  old  man  without  a 
sequel,  I  arouse  no  hatred,  only  expecta- 
tions. What  am  I,  thus  lonely,  but  a  kind  of 
eunuch,  a  natural  and  unenviable  appanage  of 
sovereignty. 

"  I  rejoice  to  learn  in  what  love  and  esteem 
thou  art  held  by  all  who  know  thee.  As  for 
me,  I  am  beset  with  fears  and  hostile  ambitions. 
Never  in  my  life  have  I  inspired  sincere  affec- 
tion, save  only  in  thee,  O  my  brother.  By 
Allah,  the  image  of  your  little  town  rises 
tempting  now  in  my  mind,  though  in  the  days 
I  was  condemned  to  sojourn  there  I  deemed  it 
Jehennum.  It  is  because  of  our  love,  O  my 
brother,  for  the  sake  of  our  parting  there  at 
daybreak  among  the  rocks,  that  the  thought 
of  it  now  allures  me.  I  am  old  and  thou  art 
old,  but  if  it  is  the  will  of  Allah  that  I  fall 
some  day  from  use,  as  may  well  betide — should 
my  life  then  be  spared  and  exile  satisfy  the 
lust  of  my  enemies — I  shall  choose  for  place  of 
banishment  thy  little  town  beneath  the  hill  of 
ruins,  and  count  it  bliss  to  end  my  days  at 
peace  in  the  house  of  my  brother." 
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When  Shems-ud-din  looked  up  from  the 
writing,  he  was  blind  with  crowded  visions  of  a 
bygone  day.  Out  of  the  evening  calm  he 
looked  and  saw  the  vanity  of  man's  endeavour, 
from  least  to  greatest,  upon  the  earth,  and  how 
it  floats  on  God's  mercy  as  a  boat  on  the 
mighty  deep.  And  he  cried  from  his  soul — 

"  Allah  is  greatest  i  " 
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OF  NATURAL  HISTORY.  Illustrated 
by  H.  B.  NEILSON.  Cr.  Svo.  -  3*.  6<&- 
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Buckton  (A.  M.)  THE  BURDEN  OF 
ENGELA :  a  Ballad-Epic.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  3*.  6d.  net. 

EAGER  HEART  :  A  Mystery  Play.  Fourth 
Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  is.  net. 

Budge  (E.  A.  Wallis).  THE  GODS  OF 
THE  EGYPTIANS.  With  over  _  100 
Coloured  Plates  and  many  Illustrations. 
Two  I'olumes.  Royal  ^vo.  £3,  3$.  net. 

Bull  (Paul),  Army  Chaplain.      GOD  AND 
OUR     SOLDIERS.        Second     Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Bulley  (Miss).     See  S.Q.S. 

Bunyan  (John).  THE  PILGRIM'S  PRO- 
GRESS. Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  C.  H.  FIRTH,  M.A.  With  39  Illustra- 
tions by  R.  ANNING  BELL.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
See  also  Library  of  Devotion  and  Standard 
Library. 

Burch  (G.  J.),  M.A.,  F.R.S.  A  MANUAL 
OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  8v0.  $s. 

Burgess  (Qelett).  GOOPS  AND  HOW  TO 
BE  THEM.  Illustrated.  Small  ^to.  6s. 

Burke  (Edmund).     See  Standard  Library. 

Burn  (A.  E.),  D.D.,  Rector  of  Handsworth 
and  Prebendary  of  Lichfield. 
See  Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Burn(J.  H.),  B.D.    SeeLibrary  of  Devotion. 

Burnand  (Sir  F.  C.).  RECORDS  AND 
REMINISCENCES.  With  a  Portrait  by 
H.  v.  HERKOMEK.  Cr.  8v0.  Fourth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Burns  (Robert),  THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited 
by  ANDREW  LANG  and  W.  A.  CRAIGIE.  With 
Portrait.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo,  gilt 
top.  6s. 

Burnside  (W.  F.),  M.A.  OLD  TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY  FOR  USE  IN 
SCHOOLS.  Cr.8v0.  3*.  6<t. 

Burton  (Alfred).    See  I.P.L. 

Butler  (Joseph).      See  Standard  Library. 

Caldecott  (Alfred),  D.D.  See  Handbooks 
of  Theology. 

Calderwood  (D.  S.),  Headmaster  of  the  Nor- 
mal School,  Edinburgh.  TEST  CARDS 
IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  In  three 
packets  of  40,  with  Answers,  is.  each.  Or 
in  three  Books,  price  2d.,  yd.,  and  3^. 

Cambridge  (Ada)  [Mrs.  Cross].    THIRTY 
YEARS  IN  AUSTRALIA.     Demy  8v0. 
75.  6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Canning  (George).    See  Little  Library. 

Capey  (E.  F.  H.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 

Careless  (John).     See  I.P.L. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Edited  by  C.  R.  L. 
FLETCHER,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford,  Three  Volumes.  Cr.  Svo.  i8s. 


THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER 
CROMWELL.  With  an  Introduction 
by  C.  H.  FIRTH,  M.A.,  and  Notes  and 
Appendices  by  Mrs.  S.  C.  LOMAS.  Three 
Volumes.  Demy  8z>0.  i8s.  net. 

Carlyle  (R.  M.  and  A.  J.),  M.A.  See  Leaders 
of  Religion. 

'Carpenter  (Margaret).  THE  CHILD 
IN  ART.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Chamberlin  (Wilbur  B.).  ORDERED 
TO  CHINA.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
!  Channer  (C.   C.)  and  Roberts  (M.    E.). 
LACEMAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS, 
PAST  AND_  PRESENT.      With  16  full- 
page  Illustrations.     Cr.  8v0.     25.  6d. 

Chapman  (S.  J.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Chatterton  (Thomas).  See  Standard 
Library. 

Chesterfield  (Lord),  THE  LETTERS  OF, 
TO  HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Introduc- 
tion by  C.  STRACHEY,  and  Notes  by  A. 
CALTHROP.  Two  Volumes.  Cr.Svo.  125. 

*Chesterton  (G.  K.).  DICKENS.  With 
Portraits  and  Illustrations.  Demy  8v<?. 
75.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Christian  (F.  W.).  THE  CAROLINE 
ISLANDS.  With  many  Illustrations  and 
Maps.  Demy  8vo.  i2s.  6d.  net. 

Cicero.     See  Classical  Translations. 

CIarke(F.  A.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Cleather  (A.  L.)  and  Crump  (B.). 
RICHARD  WAGNER'S  MUSIC 
DRAMAS :  Interpretations,  embodying 
Wagner's  own  explanations.  In  Four 
Vohtmes.  Fcap  Svo.  25.  6d.  each. 
VOL.  i. — THE  RING  OF  THE  NIBELUNG. 

Third  Edition. 
VOL.    ii. — PARSIFAL,    LOHENGRIN,    and 

THE  HOLY  GRAIL. 
VOL.  in. — TRISTAN  AND  ISOLDE. 

Clinch  (G.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Clough  (W.  T.).     See  Junior  School  Books. 

Coast  (W.  G.),  B.A.  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS  IN  VERGIL.  Cr.  Svo.  ?s. 

Cobb  (T.).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

Cobb  (W.  F.),  M.A.  THE  BOOK  OF 
PSALMS  :  with  a  Commentary.  DemyZvo. 
ios.  6d.  net. 

Coleridge  (S.  T.),  SELECTIONS  FROM. 
Edited  by  ARTHUR  SYMONS.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
2S.  6d.  net. 

Collingwood  (W.  G.).  See  Half-Crown 
Library. 

Collins  (W.  E.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

Colonna.  HYPNEROTOMACHIA  POLI- 
PHILI  UBI  HUMANA  OMNIA  NON 
NISI  SOMNIUM  ESSE  DOCET 
ATQUE  OBITER  PLURIMA  SCITU 
SANE  QUAM  DIGNA  COMMEMO 
RAT.  An  edition  limited  to  350  copies  on 
handmade  paper.  Folio.  Three  Guineas  net. 

Combe  (William).    See  I.  P.  L. 
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Cook  (A.  M.),  M.  A.     See  E.  C.  Marchant. 

Cooke-Taylor  (R.  W.).     See  S.Q.S. 

Corelli  (Marie).  THE  PASSING  OF  THE 
GREAT  QUEEN  :  Fcat>.  4to.  is. 

A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING.    Cr.  4to.    is. 

Corkran  (Alice).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Cotes  (Rosemary).  DANTE'S  GARDEN. 
With  a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo.  2S.  6d.;  leather,  y.  6d.  net. 

BIBLE  FLOWERS.  With  a  Frontispiece 
and  Plan.  Fcap.  8v0.  2s.  6d.  net. 

Cowley  (Abraham).     See  Little  Library. 

Cowper  (William),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
J.  C.  BAILEY,  M.A.  Illustrated,  including 
two  unpublished  designs  by  WILLIAM 
BLAKE.  Demy  8ve>.  ios.  6d.  net. 

Cox  (J.  Charles),  LL.  D. ,  F.  S.  A.  See  Little 
Guides,  The  Antiquary's  Books,  and  Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox  (Harold),  B.A.     See  S.Q.S. 

Crabbe  (George).     See  Little  Library. 

Craigie(W.  A.).  A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS. 
Cr.  8v0.  2s.  6d. 

Craik(Mrs.).    See  Little  Library. 

Crashaw  (Richard).     See  Little  Library. 

Crawford  (F.  G.).     See  Mary  C.  Danson. 

Cross  (J.  A.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
RELIGION.  Fcap.  8?>0.  2*.  6d.  net. 

Crouch  (W.).  BRYAN  KING.  With  a 
Portrait.  Cr.  8va.  3$.  6d.  net. 

Cruikshank(G.).  THE  LOVING  BAL- 
LAD OF  LORD  BATEMAN.  With  n 
Plates.  Cr.  i6mo.  is.  6d.  net. 

Crump  (B.).     See  A.  L.  Cleather. 

Cunliffe  (Sir  F.  H.  E.),  Fellow  of  All  Souls' 
College,  Oxford.  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  BOER  WAR.  With  many  Illus- 
trations, Plans,  and  Portraits.  /«  2  vols. 
Quarto.  15.5-.  each. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Cunynghame(H.  ),C.B.,  See  Connoisseur's 
Library. 

Cutts(E.  L.),  D.D.    See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Daniell  (G.  W.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Danson  (Mary  C.)  and  Crawford  (F.  G.). 
FATHERS  IN  THE  FAITH.  Fcap. 
8z>0.  is.  6d. 

Dante.  LA  COMMEDIA  DI  DANTE. 
The  I  talian  Text  edited  by  PAGET  TOYNBEE, 
M.A.,D.Litt.  Cr.Bvo.  6s. 

THE  PURGATORIO  OF  DANTE. 
Translated  into  Spenserian  Prose  by  C. 
GORDON  WRIGHT.  With  the  Italian  text. 
Fcap.  8v0.  2s.  6d.  net. 

See  also  Paget  Toynbee,  Little  Library  and 
Standard  Library. 

Darley  (George).     See  Little  Library. 

D' Arcy  (R.  F.),  M.A.  A  NEW  TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR  BEGINNERS.  Cr.  8vo. 
2*.  6d. 

Davenport  (Cyril).  See  Connoisseur's 
Library  and  Little  Books  on  Art. 


Davey  (Richard).    THE  PAGEANT  OF 

LONDON      With    40     Illustrations     in 

Colour  by  JOHN  FULLEYLOVE,  R.   I.    In 

Two  Volumes.      Demy   8v0.   -js.   6d.    net. 

Each  volume  may  be  purchased  separately. 
VOL.   i. — To  A.D.  1500. 
VOL.  u. — A.D.  1500  TO  1900. 
Davis  (H.  W.  C.),  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor 

of  Balliol  College,  Author  of  'Charlemagne.1 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  NORMANS 

AND    ANGEVINS  :    1066-1272.      With 

Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  IQS.  6d. 

net. 
Dawson  (A.  J.).     MOROCCO.    Illustrated. 

Demy  %>vo.     los.  6d.  net. 
Deane  (A.  C.).     See  Little  Library. 
Delbos  (Leon).    THE  METRIC  SYSTEM. 

Cr.  8vff.    2S. 
Demosthenes.  THEOLYNTHIACS  AND 

PHILIPPICS.        Translated      by     OTHO 

HOLLAND.    Cr.  8vo.     25.  6d. 
Demosthenes.    AGAINST  CONON  AND 

CALLICLES.       Edited    by    F.    DARWIN 

SWIFT,  M.A.     Fcap.  8vo.     2S. 
Dickens  (Charles).     See  Little  Library  and 

I.P.L. 
Dickinson   (Emily).     POEMS.     Cr.   Zvo. 

45.  6d.  net. 
Dickinson  (G.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King's 

College,      Cambridge.        THE      GREEK 

VIEW  OF  LIFE.    Fourth  Edition.     Cr. 

87>o.     2S.  6d. 
Dickson       (H.       N.).        F.R.Met.       Soc. 

METEOROLOGY.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Bva. 

2s.  6d. 

DHke(Lady).    See  S.Q.S. 
Dillon  (Edward).    See  Connoisseur's  Library 

and  Little  Books  on  Art. 
Ditchfield  (P.  H.),  M.A.,  F.S.A. 
THE     STORY     OF      OUR      ENGLISH 

TOWNS.       With     an      Introduction      by 

AUGUSTUS  JESSOPP,  D.D.    Second  Edition. 

OLD    ENGLISH    CUSTOMS:    Extant    at 

the  Present  Time.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

See  also  Half-crown  Library. 
Dixon  (W.  M.),    M.A.    A     PRIMER   OF 

TENNYSON.     Second  Edition.    Cr.  8va. 

2S.  6d. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO 

BROWNING.    Second  Edition.    Cr.  Zvo. 

2s.  6d. 
Dole  (N.   H.).     FAMOUS  COMPOSERS. 

With    Portraits.      Two    Volumes.      Demy 

8vo.  i2i.  net. 

Doney(May).      SONGS  OF  THE  REAL. 
Cr.  8v0.     y-  6e*.  net. 
A  volume  of  poems. 
Douglas  (James).     THE  MAN  IN  THE 

PULPIT.     Cr.  Brw.     2s.  6d.  net. 
Dowden  (J.),  D.D.,   Lord  Bishop  of  Edin- 

burgh.     See  Churchman's  Library. 
Drage  (G.).     See  Books  on  Business. 
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Driver(S.  R.),  D.D.,  D.C.L.,  Canon  ofChrist 
Church,  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.  SERMONS  ON 
SUBJECTS  CONNECTED  WITH  THE 
OLD  TESTAMENT.  Cr.  &v<t.  6s. 
See  also  Westminster  Commentaries. 

Dry  (  Wakeling).    See  Little  Guides. 

Dryhurst(A.  R.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Duguid  (Charles).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Dunn(J.T).,  D.Sc.,andMundella(V.  A.)- 
GENERAL  ELEMENTARY  SCIENCE. 
With  114  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  35.  6d. 

Dunstan(A.  E.),  B.Sc.  See  Junior  School 
Books  and  Textbooks  of  Science. 

Durham  (The  Earl  of).  A  REPORT  ON 
CANADA.  With  an  Introductory  Note. 
Demy  8v0.  45.  6d.  net. 

Dutt(W.  A.).  A  POPULAR  GUIDE  TO 
NORFOLK.  Medium  8v0.  6d.  net. 

THE  NORFOLK  BROADS.  With 
coloured  Illustrations  by  FRANK  SOUTH- 
GATE.  Cr.  8v0.  6s.  See  also  Little  Guides. 

Earle(John),  Bishop  of  Salisbury.  MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE,  OR  A  PIECE  OF 
THE  WORLD  DISCOVERED.  Post 
2S  net. 


Edmonds  (Major  J.   E.),   R.E.;  D.A.Q.- 

M.G.     See  W.  Birkbeck  Wood. 
Edwards  (Clement).     SeeS.Q.S. 
Edwards  (W.  Douglas).     See  Commercial 

Series. 

Egan  (Pierce).    See  I.P.L. 
Egerton  (H.  E.),  M.A.     A  HISTORY  OF 

BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY.    New 

and  Cheaper  Issue.  Demy  8vo.   js.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
EHaby  (C.  Q.).     See  The  Little  Guides. 
Ellerton  (P.  G.).     See  S.  J.  Stone. 
Ellwood  (Thomas),  THE  HISTORY  OF 

THE  LIFE  OF.    Edited  by  C.  G.  CRUMP, 

M.A.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
Epictetus.    See  W.  H.  D.  Rouse. 
Erasmus.       A  Book  called  in   Latin   EN- 

CHIRIDION MILITIS  CHRISTIANI, 

and  in  English  the  Manual  of  the  Christian 

Knight. 

From  the  edition  printed  by  Wynken  de 

Worde,  1533.     Fcap.  Bvo      3^.  6d.  net. 
Fairbrother(W.  H.),  M.A.    THE  PHILO- 

SOPHY  OF    T.    H.   GREEN.      Second 

Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     3*.  6d. 
Farrer  (Reginald).     THE  GARDEN  OF 

ASIA.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Fea    (Allan).       BEAUTIES      OF      THE 

SEVENTEENEH    CENTURY.       With 

100  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     izs.bd.net. 
FELISSA;      OR,    THE     LIFE     AND 

OPINIONS  OF  A  KITTEN  OF  SENTI- 

MENT.   With  12  Coloured  Plates.     Post 

i6mo.    ys.  6d.  net. 

Ferrier  (Susan).     See  Little  Library. 
Fidler   (T.    Claxton),    M.Inst.   C.E.      See 

Books  on  Business. 


Fielding  (Henry).     See  Standard  Library. 

Finn  (S.  W.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examination 
Series. 

Firth  (C.  H.),  M.A.  CROMWELL'S 
ARMY:  A  History  of  the  English  Soldier 
during  the  Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth, 
and  the  Protectorate.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Fisher  (G.  W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF 
SHREWSBURY  SCHOOL.  Illustrated. 
Demy  8v0.  los.  6d. 

FitzGerald  (Edward).  THE  RUBAIYAT 
OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  Printed  from 
the  Fifth  and  last  Edition.  With  a  Com- 
mentary by  Mrs.  STEPHEN  BATSON,  and  a 
Biography  of  Omar  by  E.  D.  Ross.  Cr. 
8z'0.  6s.  See  also  Miniature  Library. 

FitzGerald  (H.  P.).  A  CONCISE  HAND- 
BOOK OF  CLIMBERS,  TWINERS, 
AND  WALL  SHRUBS.  Illustrated. 
Fcap.  8v0.  ^s.  6d.  net. 

Flecker  (W.  H.),  M.A.,  D.C.L.,  Headmaster 
of  the  Dean  C'ose  School,  Cheltenham. 
THE  STUDENT'S  PRAYER  BOOK. 
THE  TEXT  OF  MORNING  AND  EVENING 
PRAYER  AND  LITANY.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion and  Notes.  Cr.  8v0.  2s.  6d. 

Flux  (A.  W.),  M.A.,  William  Dow  Professor 
of  Political  Economy  in  M'Gill  University, 
Montreal.  ECONOMIC  PRINCIPLES. 
Demy  8z>0.  js.  6d.  net. 

Fortescue(Mrs.  G.).  See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Fraser    (David).       A     MODERN     CAM- 
PAIGN ;   OR,  WAR  AND  WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY   IN   THE  FAR  EAST. 
Illustrated.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Fraser  (J.  F.).  ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Fourth  Edition  Cr.  8u0.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

French    (W.),    M.A.      See     Textbooks    of 

Freudenreich  (Ed.  von).  DAIRY  BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A  Short  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Students.  Translated  by  J.  R. 
AINSWORTH  DAVIS,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
Revised.  Cr.  8v0.  2s.  6d. 

Fulford  (H.  W.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

C.  G.,  and  F.  C.  G.  JOHN  BULL'S  AD- 
VENTURES  IN  THE  FISCAL  WON- 
DERLAND. By  CHARLES  GEAKE.  With 
46  Illustrations  by  F.  CARRUTHERS  GOULD. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  is.net. 

*GalIaher  (D.)  and  Stead  (D.  W.).  THE 
COMPLETE  RUGBY  FOOTBALLER. 
With  an  Account  of  the  Tour  of  the  New 
Zealanders  in  England.  With  Illustra- 
tions. Demy  8v0.  IQS.  6d~.  net. 

Gallichan  (W.  M.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Gambado  (Geoff rey,  Esq.).   See  I.P.L. 

Gaskell  (Mrs.).  See  Little  Library  and 
Standard  Library. 

Gasquet,  the  Right  Rev.  Abbot,  O.S.B.  See 
Antiquary's  Books. 
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George  (H.  B.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College 
Oxford.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH  HIS 
TORY.  With  numerous  Plans.  Fourt) 
Edition.  Revised,  with  a  new  Chaptei 
including  the  South  African  War.  Cr.  8vo, 
y.  6d. 

A  HISTORICAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  EMPIRE.  Second  Edition 
Cr.  8vo.  3J.  6d. 

Qibbins  (H.   de    B.),    Litt.D.,   M.A.    IN 

DUSTRY  IN  ENGLAND  :   HISTORI 

CAL  OUTLINES.   With  5  Maps.   Fourth 

Edition.     Demy  8vo.     IQJ.  6d. 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR. 

Cr.  8v0.     is.  6d. 
THE      INDUSTRIAL      HISTORY      OF 
ENGLAND.    Eleventh  Edition.    Revised. 
With  Maps  and  Plans.     Cr.  Svo.     35. 
ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  8?'<7.     zs.  f>d. 
See  also  Commercial  Series  and  S.Q  S. 
Gibbon  (Edward).    THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL    OF    THE    ROMAN    EMPIRE. 
A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes,  Appen- 
dices, and   Maps,    by   J.   B.  BURY,    M.A., 
Litt.D.,  Regius  Professor  of  Greek  at  Cam- 
bridge.    /«  Seven   Volumes.      Demy   8vo. 
Gilt  top,  8s.  6d.  each.     Also,  Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
each. 

MEMOIRS  OF  MY  LIFE  AND  WRIT- 
INGS. Edited  by  G.  BIRKBECK  HILL, 
LL.D.  Demy  8vo,  Gilt  top.  85.  6d.  Also 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

See  also  Standard  Library. 
Gibson  (E.  C.  S.),    D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Gloucester.  See  Westminster  Commentaries, 
Handbooks  of  Theology,  and  Oxford  Bio- 
graphies. 

Giibert  (A.  R.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 
GIoag(M.).     SeeK.  Wyatt. 
Godfrey  (Elizabeth).     A  BOOK  OF  RE- 
MEMBRANCE.    Edited  by.     Fcap.  8vo. 
as.  6d.  net. 

GodIey(A.  D.),   M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,     Oxford.       LYRA      FRIVOLA. 
Third  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     zs.  6d. 
VERSES    TO   ORDER.      Second   Edition. 

Fcap.  8v0.     zs.  6d. 

SECOND  STRINGS.  Fcap.  Bva.  as.  6d. 
Goldsmith  (Oliver).  THE  VICAR  OF 
WAKEFIELD.  Fcap.  -$zmo.  With  10 
Plates  in  Photogravure  by  Tony  Johannot. 
Leather,  vs.  6d.  net.  See  also  I.P.L.  and 
Standard  Library. 

Goodrich -Freer  (A.).  IN  A  SYRIAN 
SADDLE.  Demy^  8vo.  73.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Goudge  (H.  L.)i  M.A.,  Principal   of  Wells 
Theological  College.    See  Westminster  Com- 
mentaries. 

Graham  (P.  Anderson).     See  S.Q.S. 
Granger  (F.  S.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.     PSYCH- 
OLOGY.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  8v0.  zs.  6d. 
THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.    Cr.  Svo. 
6s. 


Gray(E.M'Queen).  GERM  AN  PASSAGES 
FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION.  Cr. 
Svo.  zs.  6d. 

Gray  (P.  L.),  B.Sc.  THE  PRINCIPLES  OF 
MAGNETISM    AND    ELECTRICITY: 
an     Elementary    Text-Book.        With     181 
Diagrams.     Cr.  8?j0.     $s.  6d. 
Green  (G.   Buckland),    M.A.,  late   Fellow 
of  St.  John's  College,  Oxon.     NOTES  ON 
GREEK  AND  LATIN    SYNTAX.     Cr. 
8v0.     is.  6d. 
Green    (E.    T.),    M.A.       See     Churchman's 

Library. 

Greenidge(A.  H.  J.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY 
OF  ROME:  During  the  Later  Republic 
and  the  Early  Principate.  In  Six  Volumes. 
DemySvo.  Vol.  I.  (133-104  B.C.).  IO.T.  6d. 
net. 

Green  well  (Dora).     See  Miniature  Library. 

Gregory  (R.    A.).       THE    VAULT     OF 

HEAVEN.       A    Popular    Introduction    to 

Astronomy.     Illustrated.     Cr.  Svo.      zs.  6d. 

Gregory  (Miss    E.    C.).       See    Library    of 

Devotion. 

Greville  Minor.  A  MODERN  JOURNAL. 
Edited  by  J.  A.  SPENDER.  Cr.  8z>o. 
is.  6d.  net. 

Grubb(H.  C.).  See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 
Guiney       (Louisa        I.).         HURRELL 
FROUDE :    Memoranda   and    Comments. 
Illustrated.     Demy  %vo.     IQS.  6d.  net. 
Gwynn(M.  L.).      A  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 
New  and  cheaper  issue.   Royal  8z>0.   $s.  net. 
Hackett  (John),   B.D.     A  HISTORY  OF 
THE     ORTHODOX      CHURCH     OF 
CYPRUS.     With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Demy  8z>0.  i  =;s.  net. 
Haddoh  (A.  C.),    Sc.D.,    F.R.S.     HEAD- 
HUNTERS     BLACK,    WHITE,     AND 
BROWN.     With  many  Illustrations  and  a 
Map.     DemyZvo.     15^. 
Hadfield  (R.  A.).     SeeS.Q.S. 
Hall  (R.    N.)  and  Neal  (W.  G.).      THE 
ANCIENT    RUINS    OF    RHODESIA. 
Illustrated.         Second     Edition,     revised. 
Demy  8vo.     los.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Hall     (R.     N.).      GREAT     ZIMBABWE. 
With    numerous    Plans    and     Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Royal  ?>vo.     zis.net. 
Hamilton  (F.  J.),  D.D.    See  Byzantine  Texts. 
Hammond   (J.    L.).     CHARLES   JAMES 

FOX.     Demy  8vt>.     los.  6d. 
Hannay  (D.).    A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY,    Illustrated.     Two 
Volumes.    Demy  %vo.     js.  6d.  each.    Vol.  I. 
1200-1688. 

Hannay  (James  O.),  M.A.     THE  SPIRIT 
AND      ORIGIN       OF      CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM.     Cr.  800.  6s. 
THE  WISDOM  OF  THE  DESERT.     Fcap. 

8v0.     35.  6d.  net. 

Hare  (A.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CONSTRUC- 
TION OF  LARGEINDUCTION  COILS. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.  Denty  8vo.  6s. 
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Harrison  (Clifford).  READING  AND 
READERS.  Fcap.  8v0.  2s.  6d. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).    See  Little  Library. 

HEALTH,  WEALTH  AND  WISDOM. 
Cr.  8u0.  is.  net. 

Heath  (Frank  R.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Heath  (Dudley).    See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Hello  (Ernest).  STUDIES  IN  SAINT- 
SHIP.  Translated  from  the  French  by 
V.  M.  CRAWFORD.  Fcap  too.  $s.  6d. 

Henderson  (B.  W.),  Fellow  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.  THE  LIFE  AND 
PRINCIPATE  OF  THE  EMPEROR 
NERO.  Illustrated.  New  and  cheaper 
issue.  Demy  8z>0.  js.  6d.  net. 

AT  INTERVALS.     Fcaplvo.     2s.6d.net. 

Henderson  (T.  F.).  See  Little  Library  and 
Oxford  Biographies. 

Henley  (W.  E.).     See  Half-Crown  Library. 

Henson(H.  H.),  B.D.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY :  As  Illus- 
trated by  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the 
Corinthians.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

LIGHT  AND  LEAVEN  :  HISTORICAL  AND 
SOCIAL  SERMONS.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

DISCIPLINE    AND    LAW.      Fcap.    8v0. 

2S.  6d. 

Herbert  (George).    See  Library  of  Devotion. 
Herbert  of  Cherbury  (Lord).     See  Minia- 
ture Library. 
Hewins   (W.   A.   S.),     B.A.       ENGLISH 

TRADE     AND     FINANCE     IN     THE 

SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.     Cr.  8v0. 

2s.  6d. 
Hewitt  (Ethel  M.)    A  GOLDEN  DIAL. 

A  Day  Book  of  Prose  and  Verse.     Fcap. 

8vo.     2S.  6d.  net. 
Heywood  (W.).    PALIO  AND  PONTE  : 

A  Boek    of   Tuscan  Games.       Illustrated. 

Royal  8vo.     2TS.  net. 
Hilbert  (T.).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 
Hill  (Clare).     See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 
Hill  (Henry),  B.A.,  Headmaster  of  the  Boy's 

High  School,  Worcester,  Cape  Colony.     A 

SOUTH     AFRICAN      ARITHMETIC. 

Cr.  8v0.     3s.  6d. 
Hillegas     (Howard    C.).      WITH    THE 

BOER  FORCES.     With  24   Illustrations. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Hirst  (F.  W.)  See  Books  on  Business. 
Hobhouse  (Emily).  THE  BRUNT  OF 

THE  WAR.     With  Map  and  Illustrations. 

Cr.  8v0.    6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Hobhouse(L.  T.),  Fellow  of  C.C.C.,  Oxford. 

THE    THEORY    OF    KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy  8z/<7.     T.OS.  6d.  net. 
Hobson(J.  A.),  M.A.    INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE  :  A  Study  of  Economic  Principles. 

Cr.  %vo.     ss.  6d.  net. 
PROBLEMS  OF  POVERTY.  Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  8w.     2s.  6d. 
Hodgkjn    (T.),    D.C.L.       See    Leaders     of 

Religion. 
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Hodgson  (Mrs.  W.)  HOW  TO  IDENTIFY 
OLD  CHINESE  PORCELAIN.  Second 
Edition.  Post  %vo.  6s. 

Hogg  (Thomas  Jefferson).  SHELLEY 
AT  OXFORD.  With  an  Introduction  by 
R.  A.  STREATFEILD.  Fcap.  Zvo.  2s.  net. 

Holden- Stone  (G.  de).  See  Books  on 
Business. 

Holdich  (Sir  T.  H.),  K.C.I.E.  THE 
INDIAN  BORDERLAND:  bein-  a 
Personal  Record  of  Twenty  Years.  Illus- 
trated. Demy^vo.  10.1.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Holdsworth  (W.  S.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LAW.  In  Two  Volumes. 
Vol.  I.  Demy  Zvo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Holland  (Canon  Scott).  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Holt  (Emily).  THE  SECRET  OF  POPU- 
LARITY :  How  to  Achieve  Social  Success. 
Cr.  8v0.     3*.  6d.  net.  ^ 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

HoIyoake(G.  J.).  THE  CO-OPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  zs.  6d. 

Hone  (Nathaniel  J.).  See  Antiquary's  Books. 

Hoppner.     See  Little  Galleries. 

Horace.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Horsburgh  (E.  L.  S.),  M.A.  WATERLOO  : 
A  Narrative  and  Criticism.  With  Plans. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  8v0.  $s.  See  also 
Oxford  Biographies. 

Horth(A.  C.).  See  Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Horton(R.  F.),D.D.  See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hosie  (Alexander).    MANCHURIA.   With 
Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Second  Edition. 
Demy  8va.     js.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

How  (r.  D.).  SIX  GREAT  SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With  Portraits  and  Illustra- 
tions, Second  Edition.  Demy  8vo.  js.  6d. 

Howell(G.).    SeeS.  Q.  S. 

Hudson  (Robert).  MEMORIALS  OF  A 
WARWICKSHIRE  PARISH.  Illustrated. 
Demy  8vc.  155.  net. 

Hughes  (C.  E.).  THE  PRAISE  OF 
SHAKESPEARE.  An  English  Anthol- 
ogy. With  a  Preface  by  SIDNEY  LEE. 
Demy  8v0.  $s.  6d.  net. 

Hughes  (Thomas).  TOM  BROWN'S 
SCHOOLDAYS.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  VERNON  RENDALL.  Leather. 
Royal  ^mo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

Hutchinson  (Horace  G.)  THE  NEW 
FOREST.  Illustrated  in  colour  with 
50  Pictures  by  WALTER  TYNDALE  and  4 
by  Miss  LUCY  KEMP  WELCH.  Large 
Demy  8v0.  21  s.  net. 

Mutton  (A.  W.),  M.A.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion  and  Library  of  Devotion. 

Hutton  (Edward).  THE  CITIES  OF 
UMBRIA.  With  many  Illustrations,  of 
which  20  are  in  Colour,  by  A.  PISA.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  publibhed. 
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ENGLISH  LOVE  POEMS.  Edited  with 
an  Introduction.  Fcap.  too.  y.  6d.  net. 

Hutton  (R.  H.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (W.  H.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE  OF 
SIR  THOMAS  MORE.  With  Portraits. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  too.  $s.  See  also 
Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hyett  (F.  A.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
FLORENCE.  Demy  too.  7s.  6d.  net. 

Ibsen  (Henrik).  BRAND.  A  Drama. 
Translated  by  WILLIAM  WILSON.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  too.  3*.  6d. 

Inge  (W.  R.),  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Hertford  College,  Oxford.  CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM.  The  Hampton  Lectures  for 
1899.  Demy  too.  12$.  6d.  net.  See  also 
Library  of  Devotion. 

lnnes(A.  D.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  THE  TUDORS. 
With  Maps.  Demy  too.  IDS.  6d.  net. 

Jackson  (C.  E.),  B.A.  See  Textbooks  of 
Science. 

Jackson  (S.),  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

Jackson  (F.  Hamilton).     See  Little  Guides. 

Jacob  (F.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examination 
Series. 

Jeans  (J.  Stephen).  See  S.  Q.  S.  and  Busi- 
ness Books. 

Jeffreys  (D.  Qwyn).  DOLLY'S  THEATRI- 
CALS. Described  and  Illustrated  with  24 
Coloured  Pictures.  Super  Royal  i6w0.  2s.6d. 

Jenks  (E.),  M.A.,  Reader  of  Law  in  the 
Umiversity  of  Oxford.  ENGLISH  LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT.  Cr.  too.  2S.  6d. 

Jenner  (Mrs.  H.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Jessopp  (Augustus),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of 
Religion. 

Jevons  (F.  B.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Principal  of 
Bishop  Hatfield's  Hall,  Durham.  RE- 
LIGION IN  EVOLUTION.  Cr.  too. 
3J.  6d.  net. 

See  also  Churchman's  Library  and  Hand- 
books of  Theology. 

Johnson  (Mrs.  Barham).  WILLIAM  BOD- 
HAM  DONNE  AND  HIS   FRIENDS.  | 
Illustrated.    Demy  too.    los.  6d.  net. 

Johnston  (Sir  H.  H.),  K.C.B.  BRITISH  I 
CENTRAL  AFRICA.  With  nearly  200  • 
Illustrations  and  Six  Maps.  Third  Edition.  \ 
Cr.  4(0.  i8s.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Jones  (R.  Crompton),  M.A.  POEMS  | 
OF  THE  INNER  LIFE.  Selected  by.  ] 
Eleventh  Edition.  Fcap.  too.  2S.6J.net. 

Jones  (H.).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Jones  (L.  A.  Atherley),  K.C.,  M.P.,  and 
Bellot  (Hugh  H.  L.).  THE  MINERS' 
GUIDE  TO  THE  COAL  MINES 
REGULATION  ACTS.  Cr.too.  as.  6d.  net. 

•COMMERCE  IN  WAR.  Demy  too.  ais. 
net. 

Jonson  (Ben).     See  Standard  Library. 


Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA. 
TIONS  OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
GRACE  WARRACK.  Cr.  too.  3*.  6d. 

Juvenal.     See  Classical  Translations. 

'Kappa.'  LET  YOUTH  BUT  KNOW: 
A  Plea  for  Reason  in  Education.  Cr.  8vo. 
35.  6d.  net. 

Kaufmann  (M.).     See  S.  Q.  S. 

Keating  (J.  F.),  D.D.  THE  AGAPE  AND 
THE  EUCHARIST.  Cr.  too.  3*.  6d. 

Keats  (John).  THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited 
with  Introduction  and  Notes  by  E.  de  Selin- 
court,  M.A.  Demy  too.  -js.  6d.  net.  See 
also  Little  Library,  Standard  Library,  and 
E.  de  Selincourt. 

Keble  (John).  THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  LOCK, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.  Illustrated 
byR.ANNiNGBELL.  Third  Edition.  Fcap. 
too.  3J.  6d.  ;  padded  morocco ,  5 s.  See  also 
Library  of  Devotion. 

Kempis  (Thomas  a).  THE  IMITATION 
OF  CHRIST.  With  an  Introduction  by 
DEAN  FARRAR.  Illustrated  by  C.  M.  GERE. 
Third  Edition.  Fcap.  too.  35.  6d.;  padded 
morocco.  $s. 

Also  Translated  by  C.  BIGG,  D.D.  Cr. 
too.  3$.  6d.  See  also  Library  of  Devotion 
and  Standard  Library. 

Kennedy     (Bart.).         THE     GREEN 
SPHINX.     Cr.  too.     v.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Kennedy  (James  Hqughton),  D.D.,  Assist- 
ant Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University  of 
Dublin.  ST.  PAUL'S  SECOND  AND 
THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THE  CORIN- 
THIANS. With  Introduction,  Dissertations 
and  Notes.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

Kestell  (J.  D.).    THROUGH  SHOT  AND 
FLAME  :  Being  the  Adventures  and   Ex- 
periences of  J.  D.  KESTELL,  Chaplain  to 
General  Christian  de  Wet.      Cr.  too.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Kimmins  (C.  W.),  M.A.  THE  CHEMIS- 
TRY OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH.  Illus- 
trated. Cr.  too.  zs.  6d. 

Kinglake  (A.  W.).     See  Little  Library. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).      BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS.       T$rd    Thousand.      Twenty- 
first  Edition.    Cr.  too.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  62nd  Thousand.  Tenth 
Edition.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  FIVE  NATIONS.  41^  Thousand. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.    Sixteenth 
Edition.     Cr.  too.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Knight  (Albert  B.).     THE  COMPLETE 
CRICKETER.      Illustrated.     Demy  too. 
•js.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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Knowling  (R.  J.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  New 
Testament  Exegesis  at  King's  College, 
London.  See  Westminster  Commentaries. 

Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary),  THE  WORKS 
OF.  Edited  by  E.  V.  LUCAS.  Illustrated. 
In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy8vo.  TS.6d.eack. 

THE  LIFE^OF.    See  E.  V.  Lucas. 
See  also  Little  Library. 

Lambert  (F.  A.  H.).    See  Little  Guides. 

Lambros  (Professor).   See  Byzantine  Texts. 

Lane- Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES.  Fully 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

Langbridge(F.),M.A.  BALLADS  OF  THE 
BRAVE  :  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enterprise, 
Courage,  and  Constancy.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.  zs.  6d. 

Law  (William).  See  Library  of  Devotion 
and  Standard  Library. 

Leach  (Henry).  THE  DUKE  OF  DEVON- 
SHIRE.    A  Biography.     With  12  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy%vo.    i2s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Le  Braz  (Anatole).  THE  LAND  OF 
PARDONS.  Translated  by  FRANCES  M. 
GOSTLING.  Illustrated  in  colour.  Crown 

LeeTcaptain  L.  Melville).  A  HISTORY 
OF  POLICE  IN  ENGLAND.  Cr.  8vo. 
3.r.  6d.  net. 

Leigh  (Percival).  THE  COMIC  ENGLISH 
GRAMMAR.  Embellished  with  upwards 
of  50  characteristic  Illustrations  by  JOHN 
LEECH.  Post  1.61110.  zs.  6d.  net. 

Lewes  (V.  B.),  M.A.  AIR  AND  WATER. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  zs.  6d. 

Lewis  (Mrs.  Gwyn).  A  CONCISE 
HANDBOOK  OF  GARDEN  SHRUBS. 
Illustrated.  Fcap.  8v0.  js.  6d.  net. 

Lisle  (Fortune'ede).   See  Little  Bookson  Art. 

Littlehales  (H.).     See  Antiquary's  Books. 

Lock  (Walter),  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College.  ST.  PAUL,  THE  MASTER- 
BUILDER.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
is.  6d. 

THE  BIBLE  AND  CHRISTIAN  LIFE. 
Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

See  also  Leaders  of  Religion  and  Library 
of  Devotion. 

Locker  (F.).     See  Little  Library. 

Longfellow  (H.  W.).     See  Little  Library. 

Lorimer   (George    Horace).      LETTERS 
FROM   A   SELF-MADE  MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.    Fourteenth  Edition.     C*. 
8v0.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

OLD  GORGON  GRAHAM.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lover  (Samuel).    See  I.  P.  L. 

E.  V.  L.  and  C.  L.fQ.  ENGLAND  DAY  BY 
DAY  :  Or,  The  Englishman's  Handbook  to 
Efficiency.  Illustrated  by  GEORGE  MORHC  \v« 
Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  t,to.  is.  net. 


Lucas  (E.  V.).  THE  LIFE  OF  CHARLES 

LAMB.  With  numerous  Portraits  and 
Illustrations.  Third  Edition.  Two  Vols. 
Demy^vo.  zis.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

A  WANDERER  IN   HOLLAND.      With 
many  Illustrations,  of  which  20  are  in  Colour 
by  HERBERT  MARSHALL.     Fifth  Edition. 
Cr.  8v0.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  OPEN  ROAD  :  a  Little  Book  for  Way- 
farers.  Ninth  Edition.  Fcap.  8v0.  $s.  ; 
India  Paper,  js.  6d. 

THE  FRIENDLY  TOWN  :  a  Little  Book 
for  the  Urbane.  Second  Edition.  Fcap. 
8v0.  5>y. ;  India  Paper,  -js.  6d. 

Lucian.     See  Classical  Translations. 

Lyde  (L.  W.),  M.A.     See  Commercial  Series. 

Lydon(Noel  S.).     See  Junior  School  Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.  Mrs.  A.).  WOMEN  AND 
THEIR  WORK.  Cr.  8v0.  is.  (>d. 

M.  M.  HOW  TO  DRESS  AND  WHAT  TO 
WEAR.  Cr.  8v0.  is.  net. 

Macaulay  (Lord).    CRITICAL  AND  HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F.  C.  MON- 
TAGUE,  M.A.  Three  Volumes.   Cr.  %vo.  i8s. 
The  only  edition  of  this  book  completely 
annotated. 

M 'Allen  (J.  E.  B.),  M.A.  See  Commercial 
Series. 

MacCulIoch  (J.  A.).  See  Churchman's 
Library. 

MacCunn  (Florence  A.).  MARY  STUART. 
With  over  60  Illustrations,  including  a 
Frontispiece  in  Photogravure.  Demy  8vo. 
i  ay.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published.    See 
also  Leaders  of  Religion. 

McDermott  (E.  R.).    SeejBooks  on  Business. 

M'Dowall(A.  S.).    See  Oxford  Biographies. 

Mackay  (A.  M. ).    See  Churchman's  Library. 

Magnus  (Laurie),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
WORDSWORTH.  Cr.  8vo.  zs.6d. 

Mahaffy  (J.  P.),  Litt.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 
Fully  Illustrated.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

Maitland(F.W.),  LL.D.,  Downing  Professor 
of  the  Laws  of  England  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge.  CANON  LAW  IN  ENG- 
LAND. RoyalZvo.  -js.  6d. 

Maiden  (H.  E.),  M.A.  ENGLISH  RE- 
CORDS. A  Companion  to  the  History  of 
England.  Cr.  8v0.  3$.  6d. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN  :  HIS  RIGHTS 
AND  DUTIES.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
is.  6d. 

A  SCHOOL  HISTORY  OF  SURREY 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8z>0.  is.  6d. 

Marchant  (E.  C.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Peter, 
house,  Cambridge.  A  GREEK  ANTHO- 
LOGY Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  35.  6J. 

Marchant(C.  E.)),  M.A.,  andCook(A.  M.), 
M.A.  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Third  Edition.  Cr. 
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Marlowe  (Christopher).  See  Standard 
Library. 

Marr(J.  E.),  F.R.S.,  F  How  of St  John's  Col- 
lege, Cambridge.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Second  Edition. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  &v0.  6s. 

Marvell  (Andrew).     See  Little  Library. 

Masefield  (John).  SEA  LIFE  IN  NEL- 
SON'S TIME.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo. 
3$.  fid.  net. 

ON  THE  SPANISH  MAIN.      With  Por- 
traits and  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo.    los.  6d. 
net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Maskell  (A.).     See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Mason  (A.  J.),  D.D.  See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Massee  (George).  THE  EVOLUTION  OF 
PLANT  LI  FE :  Lower  Forms.  Illustrated. 
Cr.  8v0.  zs.  6d. 

Massinger  (P.).     See  Standard  Library. 

Masterman(C.  F.  G.),  M.A.  TENNYSON 
AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.  Cr. 
8v0.  6s. 

Matheson  (Mrs.  E.  F.).  COUNSELS  OF 
LIFE.  Fcap.  ?>vo.  zs.  6d.  net. 

May  (Phil).  THE  PHIL  MAY  ALBUM. 
Second  Edition.  $to.  is.  net. 

Mellows  (Emma  S.).  A  SHORT  STORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Cr. 
8v0.  3^.  6tf. 

Methuen  (A.  M.  S.).  THE  TRAGEDY 
OF  SOUTH  AFRICA.  Cr.  &vo.  zs.  net. 
Also  Cr.  8c>o.  3<f.  net. 

A  revised  and  enlarged  edition  of  the 
author's  '  Peace  or  War  in  South 
Africa. ' 

ENGLAND'S  RUIN  :  DISCUSSED  IN  Six- 
TEEN  LETTERS  TO  THE  RIGHT  HON. 
JOSEPH  CHAMBERLAIN,  M.P.  Seventh  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8v0.  ^d.  net. 

Michell  (E.  B.).  THE  ART  AND  PRAC- 
TICE OF  HAWKING.  With  3  Photo- 
gravures by  G.  E.  LODGE,  and  other  Illus- 
trations. Demy  8v0.  IQS.  6d. 

Millais  (J.  G.).  THE  LIFE  AND  LET- 
TERS OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT 
MILLAIS,  Presidentof  the  Royal  Academy. 
With  many  Illustrations,  of  which  2  are  in 
Photogravure.  New  Edition.  Demy  8v0. 
js.  dd.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Millin  (G.  F.).  PICTORIAL  GARDEN- 
ING. Illustrated.  Cr.  8v0.  3*.  6d.  net. 

Willis  (C.  T.),  M.I.M.E.  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Milne  (J.  G.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
ROMAN  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Cr.  tve.  6s. 


Milton  (John),  THE  POEMS  OF,  BOTH 
ENGLISH  AND  LATIN,  Compos'd  at 
several  times.  Printed  by  his  true  Copies. 

The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick  by  Mr. 
HENKY  LAWES,  Gentleman  of  the  Kings 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesties  Private 
Musick. 

Printed  and  publish'd  according  to  Order. 
Printed  by  RUTH   RAWORTH  for   HUM- 
PHREY MOSELEY,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  the 
signe  of  the  Princes  Armes  in  Pauls  Church- 
yard, 1645, 

See  also  Little  Library,  Standard  Library, 
and  R.  F.  Towndrow. 

Minchin  (H.  C.),M.  A.     See  R.  Peel. 

Mitchell  (P.  Chalmers),  M.A.  OUTLINES 
OF  BIOLOGY.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

Mitton  (G.  E.).  JANE  AUSTEN  AND 
HER  TIMES.  With  many  Portraits  and 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Zv0. 
los.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

'  Moil  (A.).'     See  Books  on  Business. 

Moir  (D.  M.).     See  Little  Library. 

Money  (L.  G.  Chiozza).  RICHES  AND 
POVERTY.  Second  Edition  Demy  Soo. 

Montaigne.     See  C.  F.  Pond. 

Moore  (H.  E.).     See  S.  Q.  S. 

Moran (Clarence G.).  See  Bookson Business. 

More  (Sir  Thomas).    See  Standard  Library. 

Morfill  (W.  R.),  Oriel  College,  Oxford.     A 

HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA  FROM  PETER 

THE    GREAT    TO   ALEXANDER  II. 

With  Maps  and  Plans.    Cr.  8va.     35.  6d. 
Morich  (R.  J.),  late  of  Clifton  College.     See 

School  Examination  Series. 
Morris  (J.).     THE  MAKERS  OF  JAPAN. 

With    many    portraits    and     Illustrations. 

Demy  8vc.     izs.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Morris  (J.  E.).     See  Little  Guides. 
Morton  (Miss  Anderson).    See  Miss  Brod- 

rick. 
THE    MOTOR    YEAR-BOOK   FOR  1906. 

With   many    Illustrations    and    Diagrams. 

Demy  8v0.     "js.  6d.  net. 
Moule(H.  C.  G.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Dur- 

ham.     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 
Muir  (M.    M.    Pattison),     M.A.       THE 

CHEMISTRY    OF    FIRE.      Illustrated. 

Cr.  8v0.     zs.  6d. 

Mundella  (V.  A.),  M.A.     See  J.  T.  Dunn. 
Munro  (R.),  LL.D.     See  Antiquary's  Books. 
Naval  Officer  (A).     See  I.  P.  L. 
Neal  (W.  G.).     See  R.  N.  Hall. 
Newman  (J.  H.)and  others.     See  Library 

of  Devotion. 

Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).     See  Little  Library. 
Nicklin     (T.),     M.A.       EXAMINATION 

PAPERS  INTHUCYDIDES.  Cr.  too.  zs. 
Nimrod.    See  I.  P.  L. 
Norgate  (G.    Le    G.).      SIR    WALTER 

SCOTT.  Illustrated.  Dtmylvo.  7S.6J.tut. 
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Norregaard   (B.   W.).     THE    GREAT 

SIEGE  :  The  Investment  and  Fall  of  Port 
Arthur.  Illustrated.  Demyftvo.  ios.6d.net. 

Northcote  (James),  R.A.  THE  CONVER- 
SATIONS OF  JAMES  NORTHCOTE, 
R.A.,  AND  JAMES  WARD.  Edited  by 
ERNEST  FLETCHER.  With  many  Portraits. 
Demy  %vo.  IQS.  6d. 

Norway  (A.  H.).  NAPLES.  With  25  Col- 
cured  Illustrations  by  MAURICE  GREIFFEN- 
HAGEN.  A  New  Edition.  Cr.  8v o.  6s. 

Novalis.  THE  DISCIPLES  AT  SAIS  AND 
OTHER  FRAGMENTS.  Edited  by  Miss 
UNA  BIRCH.  Fcap.  8vo.  3*.  6d. 

Oldfield  (W.  J.),  Canon  of  Lincoln.  A 
PRIMER  OF  RELIGION.  Fcap  Zvo. 

2S.  6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).    See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Oman(C.  W.C.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART  OF 
WAR.  Vol.  ii.:  The  Middle  Ages,  from 
the  Fourth  to  the  Fourteenth  Century.  Illus- 
trated. Demy  %vo.  IQS.  6d.  net. 

Ottley  (R.  L.),  D.D.  See  Handbooks  of 
Theology  and  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Overtoil  (J.  H.).     See  Leaders  of  Religion. 

Owen  (Douglas).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Oxford  (M.  N.),  of  Guy's  Hospital.  A  HAND- 
BOOK OF  NURSING.  Third  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  3^.  6d. 

Fakes  (W.  C.  C.).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
HYGIENE.  Illustrated.  Dewy  8vo.  i$s. 

Palmer(Frederick).  WITH  KUROKI  IN 
MANCHURIA.     Illustrated.      Third 
Edition.    Demy  8vo.     -js.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Parker  (Gilbert).  A  LOVER'S  DIARY. 
Fcap.  &vo.  55. 

Parkes  (A.  K.).  SMALL  LESSONS  ON 
GREAT  TRUTHS.  Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

Parkinson  (John).  PARADISI  IN  SOLE 
PARADISUS  TERRESTRIS,  OR  A 
GARDEN  OF  ALL  SORTS  OF  PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS.  Folio.  £4,  4*.  net. 

Parmenter  (John).  HELIO-TROPES,  OR 
NEW  POSIES  FOR  SUNDIALS,  1625. 
Edited  by  PEKCIVAL  LANDON.  Quarto. 
3^.  6d.  net. 

Parmentier  (Prof.  Leon).  See  Byzantine 
Texts. 

Pascal.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Paston  (George).  SOCIAL  CARICA- 
TURES IN  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY.  Imperial  Quarto.  £2,  i2S.  6d. 
net.  See  also  Little  Books  on  Art  and  I.  P.  L. 

Paterson(W.  R.)(Benjamin  Swift).  LIFE'S 
QUESTIONINGS.  Cr.  8vo.  3s.6d.net. 

Patterson  (A.  H.).  NOTES  OF  AN  EAST 
COAST  NATURALIST.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  F.  SOUTHGATE.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 


NATURE    IN     EASTERN    NORFOLK. 
A    series    of   observations  on    the     Birds, 


Illustrations     in     colour,    by     FRANK 
SOUTHGATE.    Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
Peacock  (N.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 
Pearce   (E.    H.),    M.A.       ANNALS     OF 
CHRIST'S       HOSPITAL.       Illustrated. 
Demy  %vo.     -js.  6d. 

Peel  (Robert),  and  Minchin  (H.  C.),  M.A. 
OXFORD.  With  100  Illustrations  in 
Colour.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Peel  (Sidney),  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Oxford,  and  Secretary  to  the  Royal  Com- 
mission on  the  Licensing  Laws.  PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING  REFORM.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo,  is.  6d. 
Peters  (J.  P.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 

Library. 

Petrie  ( W.  M.  Flinders),  D.  C.  L. ,  LL.  D. ,  Pro- 
fessor of  Egyptology  at  University  College. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  FROM  THE 
EARLIEST  TIMES  TO  THE  PRESENT  DAY. 
Fully  Illustrated.  In  six  volumes.  Cr. 
8vo.  6s.  each. 
VOL.  i.  PREHISTORIC  TIMES  TO  XVlTH 

DYNASTY.    Fifth  Edition. 
VOL.    H.      THE     XVIlTH     AND     XVIIIrn 

DYNASTIES.    Fourth  Edition. 
VOL.  in.    XIXTH  TO  XXXTH  DYNASTIES. 
VOL.  iv.     THE  EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 

J.  P.  MAHAFFY.  Litt.D. 
VOL.  v.     ROMAN  EGYPT.  J.  G.  MILNE,  M.A. 
VOL.   vi.      EGYPT    IN    THE    MIDDLE    AGES. 

STANLEY  LANE-POOLE,  M.A. 
RELIGION     AND      CONSCIENCE     IN 
ANCIENT    EGYPT.       Illustrated.      Cr. 
8va.     zs.  6d. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 
EL  AMARNA  TABLETS.  Cr.  Zv0.  zs.6d. 
EGYPTIAN  TALES.     Illustrated   by  TRIS- 
TRAM ELLIS.     In  Two  Volumes.     Cr.  8vo. 
•?,s.  6d.  each. 
EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.      With 

120  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.     35.  6d. 
Phillips  (W.  A.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Phillpotts  (Eden).     MY  DEVON  YEAR. 
With   38    Illustrations  by  J.    LEY  PETHY- 
BRIDGE.      Second   and    Cheaper   Edition. 
Large  Cr.  &vo.     6s. 

UP  ALONG  AND  DOWN  ALONG. 
Illustrated  by  CLAUDE  SHEPPERSON. 
Cr.  4/0.  5J.  net. 

A  volume  of  poems. 

Pienaar  (Philip).  WITH  STEYN  AND 
DE  WET.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vc, 
3S.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Plarr  (Victor  G. )  and  Walton  (F.  W.).    A 
SCHOOL      HISTORY    OF    MIDDLE- 
SEX.     Illustrated.     Cr.  8v0.     u.  6<jT. 
Plato.     See  Standard  Library. 
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Plautus.  THE  CAPTIVI.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and  a  Com- 
mentary, by  W.  M.  LINDSAY,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.  Demy  8vo.  ioj.  6d. 
net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw  (J.  T.),  B.A.,  King's 
College,  Cambridge.  See  School  Examina- 
tion Series. 

Podmore    (Frank).      MODERN    SPIRI- 
TUALISM.     Two  Volumes.     Demy  %vo. 
2is.  net. 
A  History  and  a  Criticism. 

Poer    (J.    Patrick    Le).      A    MODERN 
LEGIONARY.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Pollard  (Alice).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Pollard  (A.  W.).  OLD  PICTURE  BOOKS. 
Illustrated.  DemyZvo.  js.6d.net. 

Pollard  (Eliza  F.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 

Pollock  (David),  M.I.N.A.  See  Books  on 
Business. 

Pond  (C.  F.).  A  DAY  BOOK  OF  MON- 
TAIGNE.  Edited  by.  Fcap.  Zvo.  3*.  6d. 
net. 

Potter  (M.  C.),  M.A.,  F.L.S.  A  TEXT- 
BOOK OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  8vo. 
4-f.  6d. 

Power  (J.  O'Connor).  THE  MAKING 
OF  AN  ORATOR.  Cr.  tew.  6s. 

Pradeau  (Q.).  A  KEY  TO  THE  TIME 
ALLUSIONS  IN  THE  DIVINE 
COMEDY.  With  a  Dial.  Small  quarto. 
3S.  6d. 

Prance  (Q.).     See  Half-Crown  Library. 

Prescott(0.  L.).  ABOUT  MUSIC,  AND 
WHAT  IT  IS  MADE  OF.  Cr.  8vo. 
3^.  6d.  net. 

Price  (L.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College, 
Oxon.  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.  Cr.  8z>o.  2s.  6d. 

Primrose  (Deborah).  A  MODERN 
BCEOTIA.  Cr.  tew.  6s. 

Pugin  and  Rowlandson.  THE  MICRO- 
COSM OF  LONDON,  OR  LONDON  IN 
MINIATURE.  With  104  Illustrations  in 
colour.  /»  Three  Volumes.  Small  $to. 
£l>  3s-  net. 

1 Q '  (A.  T.  Quiller  Couch).  See  Half-Crown 
Library. 

Quevedo  Villegas.     See  Miniature  Library. 

G.R.  andE.S.  THE  WOODHOUSE  COR- 
RESPONDENCE.    Cr.toe.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Rackham  (R.  B.),  M.A.  See  Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Randolph  (B.  W.),  D.D.  See  Library  of 
Devotion. 

Rannie  (D.  W.),  M.A.  A  STUDENT'S 
HISTORY  OF  SCOTLAND.  Cr.  8vo. 
y.64. 


Rashdall  (Hastings),  M.A.,  Fellow  and 
Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.  DOC- 
TRINE; AND  DEVELOPMENT.  Cr. 

8vo.    6s. 

Rawstorne  (Lawrence,  Esq.).    See  I. P. L. 

Raymond  (Walter).  A  SCHOOL 
HISTORY  OF  SOMERSETSHIRE. 
Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

A  Real  Paddy.    Seel.P-L. 

Reason  (W.),  M.A.    See  S.Q.S. 

Redfern  (W.  B.),  Author  of '  Ancient  Wood 
and  Iron  Work  in  Cambridge,'  etc. 
ROYAL  AND  HISTORIC  GLOVES 
AND  ANCIENT  SHOES.  Profusely 
Illustrated  in  colour  and  half-tone.  Quarto, 
£2,  2s.  net. 

Reynolds.     See  Little  Galleries. 

*Rhodes  (W.  E.).  A  SCHOOL  HISTORY 
OF  LANCASHIRE.  Illustrated.  Cr.tev. 
is.  6d. 

Roberts  (M.  E.).     See  C.  C.  Channer. 

Robertson  (A.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Exeter.  REGNUM  DEI.  The  Bampton 
Lectures  of  1901.  Demy  8vo.  *2S.  6d.  net. 

Robertson  (C.  Grant).  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All 
Souls'  College,  Oxford,  Examiner  in  the 
Honours  School  of  Modem  History,  Oxford, 
1001-1004.  SELECT  STATUTES,  CASES, 
AND  CONSTITUTIONAL  DOCU- 
MENTS, 1660-1832.  Demy  8vo.  los.  6d. 
net. 

Robertson  (C.  Grant)  and  Bartholomew 
(J.  G.),  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.G.S.  A  HIS- 
TORICAL AND  MODERN  ATLAS  OF 
THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE.  Demy  Quarto. 
4$.  6d.  net. 

Robertson  (Sir  G.  S.),  K. C.S.I.  See 
Half-Crown  Library. 

Robinson  (A.  W.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

Robinson  (Cecilia).  THE  MINISTRY 
OF  DEACONESSES.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion by  the  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Cr.  8vo.  3$.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  S.).  See  Connoisseur's  Library. 

Rochefoucauld  (La).     See  Little  Library. 

Rodwell  (G.),  B.A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  With 
a  Preface  by  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden 
of  Keble  College.  Fcap.  8vo.  3*.  6d. 

Roe  (Fred).  ANCIENT  COFFERS  AND 
CUPBOARDS:  Their  History  and  De- 
scription. Illustrated.  Quarto.  ^3,  3$.  net. 

OLD  OAK  FURNITURE.  With  many 
Illustrations  by  the  Author,  including  a 
frontispiece  in  colour.  DemyZvo.  ios.6d. 
net. 

Rogers  (A.  G.  L.),  M.A.  See  Books  on 
Business. 

Roscoe  (E.  S.).  ROBERT  HARLEY, 
EARL  OF  OXFORD.  Illustrated.  Demy 
8vo.  -js.  6d. 

This  is  the  only  life  of  Harley  in  existence. 
See  also  Little  Guides. 
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Rose  (Edward).     THE  ROSE  READER. 

Illustrated.     Cr.    8v0.     zs.  6d.     Also  in  4 

Parts,     Parts  I.  and  II.  6d.  each ;  Part 

III.  8rf. ;  Part  IV.  lod. 
Rouse  (W.  H.  D.).       WORDS   OF  THE 

ANCIENT  WISE  :  Thoughts  from  Epic- 

tetus  and   Marcus  Aurelius.      Edited    by. 

Fcap.  8vo.     2s-  6d.  net. 
Rowntree  (Joshua).      THE  IMPERIAL 

DRUG     TRADE.     Second  and  Cheaper 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     zs.  net. 
Ruble  (A.  E.),    D.D.      See   Junior    School 

Books. 
Russell    (W.    Clark).      THE    LIFE    OF 

ADMIRAL    LORD    COLLINGWOOD. 

With     Illustrations     by     F.     BRANGWYN. 

Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
St.  Anslem.    See  Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Augustine.     See  Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Cyres  (Viscount).       See    Oxford    Bio- 
graphies. 
St.    Francis    of    Assisi.        See    Standard 

'Sakir>a(H.  Munro).  REGINALD.    Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     zs.  6d.  net. 
Sales  (St.   Francis    de).     See  Library  of 

Devotion. 
Salmon  (A.  L.).      A  POPULAR   GUIDE 

TO  DEVON.    Medium  Zvo.   6d.  net.    See 

also  Little  Guides. 
Sargeant     (J.),      M.A.       ANNALS      OF 

WESTMINSTER  SCHOOL.    Illustrated. 

Demy  8va.    js.  6d. 
Sathas  (C.).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 
Schmitt  (John).     See  Byzantine  Texts. 
Scott   (A.   M.).      WINSTON   SPENCER 

CHURCHILL.     With  Portraits  and  Illus- 

trations.     Cr.  8z>0.     3$.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
SeeIey(H.G.),F.R.S.  DRAGONS  OF  THE 

AIR.     Illustrated.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
Sells  (V.  P.),   M.A.    THE  MECHANICS 

OF   DAILY  LIFE.     Illustrated.    Cr.  8v0. 

as.  6d. 
Selous  (Edmund).      TOMMY    SMITH'S 

ANIMALS.       Illustrated  by  G.  W.   ORD. 

Fifth  Edition.     Fcap.  8v0.     zs.  6d. 
Settle     (J.      H.).         ANECDOTES      OF 

SOLDIERS.     Cr.  Bvo.     35.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Shakespeare  (William). 
THE   FOUR  FOLIOS,   1623;    1632;   1664; 

1685.     Each  Four  Guineas  net,  or  a  com- 
plete set,  Twelve  Guineas  net. 
Folios  3  and  4  are  ready. 
Folio  2  is  nearly  ready. 
The  Arden  Shakespeare. 

Demy    8v0.       zs.    6d.    net    each    "volume. 

General  Editor,  W.  J.  CRAIG.     An  Edition 

of   Shakespeare  in    single    Plays.      Edited 

with   a  full    Introduction,    Textual  Notes, 

and  a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 


HAMLET.      Edited  by  EDWARD  DOWDEN, 

Litt.D. 
ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  Edited  by  EDWARD 

DOWDEN,  Litt.D. 

KING  LEAR.     Edited  by  W.  J.  CRAIG. 
JULIUS    CAESAR.      Edited  by  M.    MAC- 

MILLAN,  M.A. 

THE    TEMPEST.      Edited    by    MORETON 

LUCE. 

OTHELLO.    Edited  by  H.  C.  HART. 
TITUS  ANDRONICUS.     Edited  by  H.  B. 

BAILDON. 

CYMBELINE.  Edited  by  EDWARD  DOWDEN. 
THE    MERRY    WIVES   OF   WINDSOR. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  HART. 
A     MIDSUMMER     NIGHT'S     DREAM. 

Edited  by  H.  CUNINGHAM. 
KING  HENRY  V.    Edited  by  H.  A.  EVANS. 
ALL'S    WELL     THAT     ENDS     WELL. 

Edited  by  W.  O.  BRIGSTOCKE. 
THE     TAMING     OF     THE     SHREW. 

Edited  by  R.  WARWICK  BOND. 
TIMON    OF    ATHENS.      Edited    by    K. 

DEIGHTON. 
MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.     Edited  by 

H.  C.  HART. 
TWELFTH  NIGHT.     Edited  by  MORETON 

LUCE. 
THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE.     Edited 

by  C.  KNOX  POOLER. 
TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA.       Edited  by 

K.  DEIGHTON. 
The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare.     Edited 

by  W.  J.  CRAIG.    With  Introductions  and 

Notes.       Pott    i6mo.       In    40    Volumes. 

Leather,    price     is.     net    each    volume. 

Mahogany  Revolving  Book  Case.    ioj.  net. 

See  also  Standard  Library. 
Sharp   (A.).     VICTORIAN,  POETS.    Cr. 

8vo.     zs.  6d. 

Sharp  (Cecil).    See  S.  Baring-Gould. 
Sharp  (Mrs.  E.  A.).     See  Little  Books  on 

Art. 
Shedlock  (J.   S.)      THE  PIANOFORTE 

SONATA.    Cr.  8vo.    55. 
Shelley  (Percy  B.).    ADONAIS ;  an  Elegy 

on  the  death  of   John    Keats,   Author   of 

'  Endymion,'  etc.     Pisa.     From  the  types  of 

Didot,  1821.     2s.  net. 

Sheppard  (H.  P.),    M.A.     See  S.   Baring- 
Gould. 

Sherwell  (Arthur),  M.A.     See  S.Q.S. 
Shipley     (Mary     E.).       AN      ENGLISH 

CHURCH    HISTORY     FOR    CHILD- 

REN.     With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of 

Gibraltar.      With  Maps  and   Illustrations. 

Part  I.     Cr.  8v0.     zs.  6d.  net. 
Sichel  (Walter).     DISRAELI :   A   Study 

in  Personality  and  Ideas.    With  3  Portraits. 

Demy  8z<0.    izs.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
See  also  Oxford  Biographies. 
Sime  (J.).    See  Little  Books  on  Art. 


16 


MESSRS.  METHUEN'S  CATALOGUE 


Simonson  (G.  A.).  FRANCESCO 
GUARD  I.  With  41  Plates.  Imperial 
t,to.  £2,  zs.  net. 

Sketchley  (R.  E.  D.).  See  Little  Books  on 
Art. 

Skfpton  (H.  P.   K.).      See  Little  Books  on 

Sladen  (Douglas).      SICILY:    The    New 

Winter  Resort.    With  over  200  Illustrations. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     $s.  net. 
Small  (Evan),  M.A.    THE  EARTH.    An 

Introduction  to  Physiography.     Illustrated. 

Cr.  %vo.     zs.  6d. 
Smallwood  (M.  Q.).     See  Little  Books  on 

S medley  (F.  E.).    See  I. P. L. 

Smith    (Adam).       THE    WEALTH     OF 

NATIONS.     Edited  with  an  Introduction 

and  numerous  Notes  by  EDWIN  CANNAN, 

M.A.      Two  volumes.      Demy  8vo.      21  s. 

net. 

See  also  English  Library. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).      See  Little 

Library. 
Smith    (H.    Bompas),     M.A.      A    NEW 

JUNIOR  ARITHMETIC.      Crown  8vo. 

zs.  f>d. 
Smith  (R.  Mudie).      THOUGHTS  FOR 

THE     DAY.       Edited    by.       Fcap.    8v0. 

y.  6d.  net. 

Smith  (Nowell  C.).     See  W.  Wordsworth. 
Smith  (John   Thomas).    A  BOOK  FOR 

A    RAINY    DAY:  Or  Recollections  of  the 

Events  of  the  Years  1766-1833.     Edited  by 

WILFRED    WHITTEN.     Illustrated.    Demy 

8v0.    12  s.  6d.  net. 
Snell  (F.  J.).     A  BOOK   OF   EXMOOR. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  &v0.     6s. 
Snowden(C.  E.).  A  HANDY  DIGEST  OF 

BRITISH  HISTORY.  Demy  Zvo.  4s.  6d. 
Sophocles.     See  Classical  Translations. 
Sornet  (L.  A.).     See  Junior  School  Books. 
South  (Wilton  E.),  M.A.     See  Junior  School 

Books. 
Southey    (R.).      ENGLISH     SEAMEN. 

Edited  by  DAVID  HANNAY. 
Vol.     I.     (Howard,    Clifford,    Hawkins, 

Drake,  Cavendish).     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

Zvo.    6s. 
Vol.   n.    (Richard    Hawkins,    Grenville, 

Essex,  and  Raleigh).     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

See  also  Standard  Library. 
Spence(C.  H.),  M.A.     See  School  Examina- 
tion Series. 
Spooner  (W.  A.),    M.A.     See    Leaders    of 

Religion. 
Staley  (Edgcumbe).      THE  GUILDS  OF 

FLORENCE.      Illustrated.      Royal    Zvo. 

i6s.  net. 
Stanbridge  (J.  W.),  B.D.     See  Library  of 

Devotion. 
•Stancliffe.'     GOLF  DO'S  AND  DONT'S. 

Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Zvo.     is. 
Stead  (D.  W.).     See  D.  Gallaher. 


Stedman  (A.  M.  M.),  M.A. 
INITIA  LATINA :  Easy  Lessons  on  Elemen- 
tary Accidence.      Ninth,   Edition.     Fcap, 

%VO.       IS. 

FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  Ninth  Edi* 
tion.  Cr.  8va.  zs. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes 
adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin  Primer  and 
Vocabulary.  Sixth  Edition  revised,  i8m0. 
is.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  CAESAR. 
The  Helvetian  War.  Second  Edition 
181  no.  is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  The 
Kings  of  Rome.  i8ttio.  Second  Edition, 
is.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Tenth  Edition  Fcap. 
Svo.  is.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Exercises 
in  Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER  AND 
REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With 
Vocabulary.  Tenth  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
re-written.  Cr.  8v0.  is.  6d.  Original 
Edition,  zs.  6d.  KEY,  35.  net. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE  : 
Rules  and  Exercises.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.  is.  6d.  With  Vocabulary,  zs. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous 
Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules  and 
Idioms.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo. 
is.  6d.  With  Vocabulary,  zs.  Key,  zs. 
net. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPE- 
TITION :  Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Thirteenth  Edition.  Fcap.  8v0.  is.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS. 
i8;#0.  Second  Edition,  is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.  Second  Edition,  re- 
vised. iZnto.  is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER.  Cr. 
Bv0.  is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Third  Edition,  re- 
vised. Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION. Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects. Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6a". 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS. 
For  the  use  of  Schools.  With  Introduc- 
tion, Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Fourth 
Edition.  Fcap.  %vo.  zs.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Seventh  Edition, 
i&mo.  So1. 

FI RST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Seventh  Edi- 
tion ,  revised.  Cr.  8v0.  is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN  TRANSLATION.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion, revised.  Fcap.  8v0.  is.  6d. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX.  With  Vocabu- 
lary.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  25.  6d. 
KEY.  3$.  net. 

FRENCH    VOCABULARIES     FOR    RE- 
PETITION :   Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects.     Twelfth  Edition.     Fcap.  too.     ii. 
See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Steel  (R.    Elliott),    M.A.,    F.C.S.     THE 
WORLD     OF   SCIENCE.     With   147 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  too.  2s.  6d. 
See  also  School  Examination  Series. 

Stephenson  (C.)»  of  the  Technical  College, 
Bradford,  and  Suddards  (F.)  of  the 
Yorkshire  College,  Leeds.  ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS. 
Illustrated.  Deiny  too.  Third  Edition, 
is.  f>d. 

Stephenson  (J.),  M.A.  THE  CHIEF 
TRUTHS  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN 
FAITH.  Cr.  too.  3*.  6rf. 

Sterne  (  Laurence).    See  Little  Library. 

Sterry  (W.).  M.A.  ANNALS  OF  ETON 
COLLEGE.  Illustrated.  DemyZvo.  js.6d. 

Steuart  (Katherine).  BY  ALLAN 
WATER.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.)  THE  LETTERS  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  SIDNEY  COLVIN. 
Sixth  Edition.  Cr.  too.  izs. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.  Demy  too.  zvols.  -25$.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

VAIL1MA    LETTERS.      With   an    Etched 
Portrait     by    WILLIAM    STKANG.       Fifth 
Edition.     Cr.  too.     Buckram.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  See 
G.  Balfour. 

Stevenson  (M.  I.).  FROM  SARANAC 
TO  THE  MARQUESAS.  Being  Letters 
written  by  Mrs.  M.  I.  STEVENSON  during 
1887-8.  Cr.  too.  6s.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

LETTERS    FROM   SAMOA.     Edited   and 
arranged  by  M.  C.  BAI.FOUK.     With  many  ] 
Illustrations.   Second  Ed.    Cr.  too.    6s.net. 

Stoddart  (Anna   M.).      See    Oxford    Bio-  | 
graphics. 

Stokes    (F.    G.),    B.A.      HOURS    WITH  ; 
RABELAIS.     From  the  translation  of  SIR  ] 
T.  URQUHART  and  P.  A.  MOTTEUX.    With 
a  Portrait  in  Photogravure.  Cr.  too.  35.  6d.  \ 

Stone  (S.  J.).      POEMS   AND  HYMNS,  j 
With    a    Memoir    by    F.    G.    ELLERTON, 
M.A.     With  Portrait.     Cr.  too.     6s. 

Storr  (Vernon  F.),  M.A.,  Lecturer  in 
the  Philosophy  of  Religion  in  Cambridge 
University ;  Examining  Chaplain  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury;  formerly  Fellow 
of  University  College,  Oxford.  DEVELOP- 
MENT AND  DIVINE  PURPOSE  Cr. 
too.  $s.  net. 

Straker  (F.).    See  Books  on  Business. 

A 


Streane  (A.  W.),  D.D.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

Stroud  (H.)f  D.Sc.,  M.A.  See  Textbooks  of 
Science. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  THE  SPORTS  AND 
PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated  by  many  engrav- 
ings. Revised  by  J.  CHARLES  Cox,  LL.D., 
F.S.A.  Quarto.  2is.  net. 

Stuart(Capt.  Donald).  THE  STRUGGLE 
FOR  PERSIA.  With  a  Map.  Cr.  too.  6s. 

Sturch(F.).,  Staff  Instructor  to  the  Surrey 
County  Council.  MANUAL  TRAINING, 
DRAWING  (WOODWORK).  Its  Prin- 
ciples and  Application,  with  Solutions  to 
Examination  Questions,  1892-1905,  Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric  and  Oblique  Projection. 
With  50  Plates  and  140  Figures.  Foolscap. 
$s.  net. 

Suckling  (Sir  John).  FRAGMENTA 
AUREA  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom- 
parable Peeces,  written  by.  And  published 
by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his  memory. 
Printed  by  his  own  copies. 

Printed  for  HUMPHREY  MOSELEY,  and 
are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop,  at  the  sign  of  the 
Princes  Arms  in  St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  1646. 

Suddards  (F.).     See  C.  Stephenson. 

Surtees  (R.  S.).     See  I. P. L. 

Swift  (Jonathan).  THE  JOURNAL  TO 
STELLA.  Edited  by  G.  A.  AITKEN.  Cr. 

Symes  (J.  E.),  M.A.  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Second  Edition.  Cr.too. 
2S.  6d. 

Sympson(E.  M.),  M.A.,  M.D.  SeeAncient 
Cities. 

Syrett  (Netta).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

Tacitus.  AGRICOLA.  With  Introduction 
Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F.  DAVIS,  M.A., 
Fcafi.  too.  2S. 

GERMANIA.  By  the  same  Editor.  Fcap. 
too.  2S.  See  also  Classical  Translations. 

Tallack(W.).  HOWARD  LETTERS  AND 
MEMORIES.  Demy  too.  ios.  6d.  net. 

Tauler  (J.).     See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Taunton  (E.  L.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
JESUITS  IN  ENGLAND.  Illustrated. 
Demy  too.  215.  net. 

Taylor  (A.  E.).  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
METAPHYSICS.  Demy  too.  ios.6tf.ncf. 

Taylor  (F.Q.),  M.A.    See  Commercial  Series. 

Taylor  (I.  A.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 

Taylor  (T.  M.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Gonville 
and  Caius  College,  Cambridge.  A  CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND  POLITICAL 
HISTORY  OF  ROME.  Cr.  too.  -js.  6d. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  THE  EARLY 
POEMS  OF.  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
an  Introduction,  by  J.  CHURTON  COLLINS, 
M.A.  Cr.  %?<o.  6s. 

IN  MEMORIAM,  MAUD,  AND  THE 
PRINCESS.  Edited  by  J.  CHURTON 
COLLINS,  M.A.  Cr.  too.  6s.  See  also 
Little  Library. 
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Terry  (C.  S.).     See  Oxford  Biographies. 
Terton  (Alice).  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS 

IN  A  HOSPITAL.     Cr.  Svo.    35.  6d. 
Thackeray  (W.  M.).     See  Little  Library. 
Theobald  (F.  V.),   M.A.    INSECT    LIFE. 

Illustrated.    Second  Ed.  Revised.    Cr.  Svo. 

2S.  6d. 

Thompson  (A.  H.).     See  Little  Guides. 
Tileston(MaryW.).  DAILY  STRENGTH 

FOR  DAILY  NEEDS.     Twelfth  Edition. 

Medium  T.6mo.    2s.6d.net.     Also  an  edition 

in  superior  binding,  6s. 
Tompkins  (H.  W.),   F.R.H.S.      See  Little 

Towndrow  (R.  F.).  A  DAY  BOOK  OF 
MILTON.  Edited  by.  Fcap.  Svo.  -$s.6d. 
net. 

Townley  (Lady  Susan).  MY  CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK  With  16  Illustrations  and 
2  Maps.  Third  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  los. 
6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

*Toynbee  (Paget),  M.A.,  D.Litt.  DANTE 
IN  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Demy 
Svo.  i2s.  6d.  net. 

See  also  Oxford  Biographies. 

Trench  (Herbert).  DEIRDRE  WED  and 
Other  Poems.  Cr.  Svo.  $s. 

Trevelyan  (Q.  M.),  Fellow  of  Trinity  College. 
Cambridge.  ENGLAND  UNDER  THE 
STUARTS.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  Second 
Edition.  Demy  Svo.  los.  6d.  net. 

Troutbeck  (G.  E.).     See  Little  Guides. 

Tyler  (E.  A.),  B.A.,  F.C.S.  See  Junior 
School  Books. 

Tyrell-Qill  (Frances).  See  Little  Books  on 
Art. 

Vardon  (Harry).     THE  COMPLETE 
GOLFER.     Illustrated.    Seventh  Edition. 
Demy  Svo.     loj.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Vaughan  (Henry).     See  Little  Library. 

Voegelin  (A.),  M.A.  See  Junior  Examina- 
tion Series. 

Waddell(Col.  L.  A.),  LL.D.,  C.B.  LHASA 
AND  ITS  MYSTERIES.  With  a  Record 
«f  the  Expedition  of  1903-1904.  With  2000 
Illustrations  and  Maps.  Demy  Svo.  2is. 


net. 


Also  Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.      With 
155   Illustrations    aiiv.    Maps.       Demy 
Svo.     "js.  6d.  net. 
Wade  (G.  W.),  D.  D.    OLD  TESTAMENT 

HISTORY.     With  Maps.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

Wagner  (Richard).     See  A.  L.  Cleather. 
Wall  (J.  C.).     DEVILS.     Illustrated  by  the 

Author  and  from  photographs.      Demy  Svo. 

4s.  6d.  net.     See  also  Antiquary's  Books. 
Walters  (H.  B.).     See  Little  Books  on  Art. 
Walton  (F.  W.).     See  Victor  G.  Plarr. 
Walton  (Izaac)    and    Cotton    (Charles). 

See   I.P.L.,  Standard   Library,  and   Little 

Library. 


Warmelo  (D.  S.  Van).    ON  COMMANDO 

With  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo.     3*.  6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Warren-Vernon  (Hon.  William),  M.A. 
READINGS  ON  THE  INFERNO  OF 
DANTE,  chiefly  based  on  the  Commentary 
of  BENVENUTO  DA  IMOLA.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  the  Rev.  Dr.  MOORE.  In  Two 
Volumes.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  \$s. 
net. 

Waterhouse  (Mrs.  Alfred).  WITH  THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED  :  Little  Homilies  to 
Women  in  Country  Places.  Second  Edition. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  vs.  net.  See  also  Little 
Library. 

Weatherhead  (T.  C.),  M.A.  EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS  IN  HORACE.  Cr.  Svo. 
2S.  See  also  Junior  Examination  Series. 

Webb  (W.  T.).     See  Little  Blue  Books. 

Webber  (F.  C.).  See  Textbooks  of  Techno- 
logy. 

Wells  (Sidney  H.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Science. 

Wells(J. ),  M.  A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Wadham 
College.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  Svo.  35.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.    Sixth 
Edition.     With  3  Maps.     Cr.  Svo.     3$.  6d. 
See  also  Little  Guides. 

'Westminster  Gazette'  Office  Boy 
(Francis  Brown).  THE  DOINGS  OF 
ARTHUR.  Cr.  t,to.  zs.  6d.  net. 

Wetmore  (Helen  C.).      THE  LAST   OF 
THE  GREAT  SCOUTS  ('Buffalo  Bill'). 
Illustrated.   Second  Edition.  Demy  Svo.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Whibley  (C).     See  Half-crown  Library. 

Whibley  (L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge.  GREEK  OLIGAR- 
CHIES :  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Whitaker(G.  H.),  M.A.  See  Churchman's 
Bible. 

White  (Gilbert).  THE  NATURAL 
HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.  Edited  by 
L.  C.  MIALL,  F.  R.S.,  assisted  by  W.  WARDE 
FOWLER,  M.A.  Cr.  Svo.  6s.  See  also 
Standard  Library. 

Whitfield  (E.  E.).     See  Commercial  Series. 

Whitehead  (A.  W.).  G  A  S  P  A  R  D  D  E 
C  O  L  I  G  N  Y.  Illustrated.  Demy  Svo. 
i2S.  6d.  net. 

Whiteley  (R.  Lloyd),  F.I.C.,  Principal  of 
the  Municipal  Science  School,  West  Brom- 
wich.  AN  ELEMENTARY  TEXT- 
BOOK OF  INORGANIC  CHEMISTRY. 
Cr.  Svo.  2S.  6d. 

Whitley  (Miss).    See  S.Q.S. 

Whitten  (W.).     See  John  Thomas  Smith. 
J  Whyte(A.  G.),  B.Sc.   See  Books  on  Business. 
|  Wilberforce  (Wilfrid).     See  Little  Books 
on  Art. 

Wilde  (Oscar).   DE  PROFUNDIS.   Sixth 
Edition.    Cr.  Svo.     5*.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


GENERAL  LITERATURE 


Wilkins(W.  H.)f  B.A.    See  S.Q.S. 

Wilkinson  (J.  Frome).    See  S.Q.S. 

*WilIiams  (A.).  PETROL  PETER:  or 
Mirth  for  Motorists.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  A.  W.  MILLS.  Demy  t,to.  35.  6d.  net. 

Williamson  (M.  G.).     See  Ancient  Cities. 

Williamson  (W.).  THE  BRITISH 
GARDENER.  Illustrated.  Demy  %vo. 

Williamson  (W.),  B.A.  See  Junior  Ex- 
animation  Series,  Junior  School  Books,  and 
Beginner's  Books. 

Willson  (Beckles).  LORD  STRATH- 
CONA  :  the  Story  of  his  Life.  Illustrated. 
Demy  Bvo.  75.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Wllmot-Buxton  (E.  M.).  MAKERS  OF 
EUROPE.  Cr.  8vo.  Fifth  Ed.  _  3*.  6d. 

A  Text-book  of   European  History  for 
Middle  Forms. 

THE  ANCIENT  WORLD.    With  Maps  and 
Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo.     3*.  6d. 
See  also  Beginner's  Books. 

WiIson(Bishop.).   See  Library  of  Devotion. 

Wilson  (A.  J.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilson  (H.  A.).     See  Books  on  Business. 

Wilton  (Richard),  M.A.  LYRA  PAS- 
TORALIS  :  Songs  of  Nature,  Church,  and 
Home.  Pott  8vo.  vs.  6d. 

Winbolt  (S.  E.),  M.A.  EXERCISES  IN 
LATIN  ACCIDENCE.  Cr.  Zva.  is.  6d. 

LATIN  HEXAMETER  VERSE :  An  Aid 
to  Composition.  Cr.  8vo.  3$.  6d.  KEY, 
5-r.  net. 

Windle  (B.  C.  A.),  D.Sc.,  F.R.S.  See  Anti- 
quary's Books,  Little  Guides  and  Ancient 
Cities. 

Winterbotham  (Canon),  M.A.,  B.Sc., 
LL.B.  See  Churchman's  Library. 

Wood  (J.  A.  E.).  See  Textbooks  of 
Technology. 

Wood  (J.  Hickory).     DAN  LENO.     Illus- 
trated.    Third  Edition.     Cr.  &vo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Wood  (W.  Birkbeck),  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of 
Worcester  College,  Oxford,  and  Edmonds 
(Major  J.  E.),  R.E.,  D.A.Q.-M.G.  A 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CIVIL  WAR  IN 
THE  UNITED  STATES.  With  an 
Introduction  by  H.  SPENSER  WILKINSON. 
With  24  Maps  and  Plans.  Demy  Zvo. 
i2s.  6d.  net. 


Wordsworth   (Christopher).       See  Anti- 
quary's Books. 
*Wordsworth  (W.).    THE  POEMS  OF. 

With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  NOWELL 
C.  SMITH,  Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford. 
In  Four  Volumes.  Demy  8vo.  5$.  net 
each.  See  also  Little  Library. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
See  Little  Library. 

Wright  (Arthur),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Queen's 
College,  Cambridge.  See  Churchmas's 
Library. 

Wright  (C.  Gordon).     See  Dante. 

Wright  (J.  C.).  TO-DAY.  Fcap.  i6»io. 
is.  net. 

Wright  (Sophie).  GERMAN  VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR  REPETITION.  Fcap.  Bvo. 
is.  6d. 

Wrong  (George  M.),  Professor  of  History 
in  the  University  of  Toronto.  THE 
EARL  OF  ELGIN.  Illustrated.  Demy 
8v0.  -js.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Wyatt(Kate)  and  Gloag  (M.).  A  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  GARDENS.  With  24 
Illustrations  in  Colour.  Demy  %vo.  los.  6s. 
net. 

Wylde(A.  B.).     MODERN  ABYSSINIA. 
With  a  Map  and  a  Portrait.      Demy  %-vo. 
i$s.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  s  also  published 

Wyndham  (George).  THE  POEMS  OF 
WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy  8vo.  Buck- 
ram, gilt  top.  los.  6d. 

Wyon  (R. ).     See  Half-crown  Library. 

Yeats  (W.  B.).  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 
IRISH  VERSE.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition.  Cr.  %vo.  35.  6d. 

Young  (Filson).    THE   COMPLETE 
MOTORIST.       With  138  Illustrations. 
Sixth  Edition.     Demy  8vo.     izs.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Young  (T.  M.).  THE  AMERICAN 
COTTON  INDUSTRY:  A  Study  of 
Work  and  Workers.  Cr.  8v0.  Cloth,  zs.  6d.  ; 
paper  boards,  is.  6d. 

Zimmern  (Antonia).  WHAT  DO  WE 
KNOW  CONCERNING  ELECTRI- 
CITY?  Fcap.lvo.  is.6d.net. 


Ancient  Cities 

General  Editor,  B.  C.  A.  WINDLE,  D.Sc.,  F.R.S. 

Cr.  8v0.       ^.  6d.  net. 


CHESTER.    By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc.  F.R.S. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
SHREWSBURY.     By  T,  Auden,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
CANTERBURY.     By  J.  C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 


EDINBURGH.  By  M.  G.  Williamson.  Illus- 
trated by  Herbert  Railton. 

LINCOLN.  By  E.  Mansel  Sympson,  M.A., 
M.D.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

BRISTOL.  By  Alfred  Harvey.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New. 
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Antiquary's  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 

A  series  of  volumes  dealing  with  various  branches  of  English  Antiquities  ; 

comprehensive  and  popular,  as  well  as  accurate  and  scholarly. 

6d.  net. 


Demy  2>vo. 

ENGLISH  MONASTIC  LIFE.  By  the  Right 
Rev.  Abbot  Gasquet,  O.S  B.  Illustrated. 
Third  Edition. 

REMAINS  OF  THE  PREHISTORIC  AGE  IN 
!.(,i. AND.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc., 
F.R.  S.  With  numerous  Illustrations  and 
Plans. 

OLD  SERVICE  BOOKS  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
CHURCH.  By  Christopher  Wordsworth, 
M.A.,  and  Henry  Littlehales.  With 
Coloured  and  other  Illustrations. 

CELTIC  ART.  By  J.  Romilly  Allen,  F.S.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans. 


ARCHEOLOGY     AND      FALSE     ANTIQUITIES. 
By  R.  Munro,  LL.D.     Illustrated. 

SHRINES  OF  BRITISH  SAINTS.    ByJ.  C.  Wall. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans. 

THE  ROYAL  FORESTS  OF  ENGLAND.    By  J, 
C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A.     Illustrated. 

THE     MANOR    AND     MANORIAL     RECORDS 
1-5 y  Nathaniel  J.   Hone.     Illustrated. 

SKAI.S.    ByJ.  Harvey  Bloom.    Illustrated. 


Beginner's  Books,  The 

Edited  by  W.  WILLIAMSON,  B.A. 


EASY  FRFNCH  RHYMES.  By  Henri  Blouet. 
Illustrated.  Fcap.  Zve.  is. 

EASY  STORIES  FROM  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  By 
E.  M.  AVilmot-Buxton,  Author  of '  Makers 
of  Europe.'  Cr.  &vo.  is. 


EASY  EXERCISES  IN  ARITHMETIC.  Arranged 
by  W.  S.  Beard.  Fcap.  8va.  Without 
Answers,  is.  With  Answers,  is.  ^d. 

EASY  DICTATION  AND  SPELLING.  By  W. 
Williamson,  B.A.  Fifth  Edition.  Fcap. 
8z>0.  is. 


Business,  Books  on 

Cr.  2>vo.     2J.  6d.  net. 

A  series  of  volumes  dealing  with  all  the  most  important  aspects  of  commercial  and 
financial  activity.  The  volumes  are  intended  to  treat  separately  all  the  considerable 
industries  and  forms  of  business,  and  to  explain  accurately  and  clearly  what  they  do 
and  how  they  do  it.  Some  are  Illustrated.  The  first  volumes  are — 


PORTS  AND  DOCKS.     By  Douglas  Owen. 

RAILWAYS.     By  E.  R.  McDermott. 

THE  STOCK  EXCHANGE.     By  Chas.    Duguid. 

Second  Edition. 
THE    BUSINESS    OF    INSURANCE.      By  A.   J. 

Wilson. 
THE    ELECTRICAL    INDUSTRY  :     LIGHTING, 

TRACTION,  AND  POWER.    By  A.  G.  Whyte, 

B.Sc. 
THE  SHIPBUILDING  INDUSTRY:  Its  History, 

Science,  Practice,  and  Finance.     By  David 

Pollock,  M.I.N.A. 

THE  MONEY  MARKET.     By  F.  Straker. 
THE   BUSINESS    SIDE  OF  AGRICULTURE.     By 

A.  G.  L.  Rogers,  M.A. 
LAW  IN  BUSINESS.     By  H.  A.  Wilson. 
THE    BREWING    INDUSTRY.      By    Julian    L. 

Baker,  F.I.C.,  F.C.S. 


THE  AUTOMOBILE  INDUSTRY.  By  G.  de  H. 
Stone. 

MINING  AND  MINING  INVESTMENTS.  By 
'A.  Moil.' 

THE  BUSINESS  OF  ADVERTISING.  By  Clarence 
G.  Moran,  Barrister-at-Law.  Illustrated. 

TRADE  UNIONS.     By  G.  Drag«. 

CIVIL  ENGINEERING.  By  T.  Claxton  Fidler, 
M.Inst.  C.E.  Illustrated. 

THE  IRON  TRADE.  ByJ.  Stephen  Jeans.  Illus- 
trated. 

MoNoruLiFs,  TRUSTS,  AND  KARTELLS.  By 
F.  W.  Hirst. 

THE  COTTON  INDUSTRY  AND  TRADE.  By 
Prof.  S.  J.  Chapman,  Dean  of  the  Faculty 
of  Commerce  in  the  University  of  Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 
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Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  BURY,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 

A  series  of  texts  of  Byzantine  Historians,  edited  by  English  and  foreign  scholars. 
ZACHARIAH  OF  MITYLENE.     Translated  by  F. 
J.   Hamilton,    D.IX,   and    E.   W.    Brooks. 
Demy  &vo.     1 2s.  6d.  net. 


EVAGRIUS.     Edited  by  Leon  Parmentier  and 
M.  Bidez.     Demy  Zvo.     los.  6d.  net. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  PSELLUS.     Edited  by  C. 

Sathas.     Demy  8v<?.     15^.  net. 
ECTHESIS  CHRONICA.      PMited  by  Professor 

Lambros.     Demy  8z>0.     7$.  6d.  net. 
THE  CHRONICLE  OF  MOREA.     Edited  by  John 

Schmitt.     Df>n"Zi>o.     i$s.  net. 


Churchman's  Bible,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

A  series  of  Expositions  on  the  Books  of  the  Bible,  which  will  be  of  service  to  the 
general  reader  in  the  practical  and  devotional  study  of  the  Sacred  Text. 

Each  Book  is  provided  with  a  full  and  clear  Introductory  Section,  in  which  is 
stated  what  is  known  or  conjectured  respecting  the  date  and  occasion  of  the  com- 
position of  the  Rook,  and  any  other  particulars  that  may  help  to  elucidate  its  meaning 
as  a  whole.  The  Exposition  is  divided  into  sections  of  a  convenient  length,  corre- 
sponding as  far  as  possible  with  the  divisions  of  the  Church  Lectionary.  The 
Translation  of  the  Authorised  Version  is  printed  in  full,  such  corrections  as  are 
deemed  necessary  being  placed  in  footnotes. 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 
THE  GALATIANS.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Robin- 
son, M.A.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8v0. 
is.  6ff.  net. 

ECCLESIASTES.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Streane, 
D.D.  Fcap.  8v0.  is.  6d.  net. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 
THE  PHILIPPIANS.  Edited  by  C.  R.  D. 
Biggs,  D.D.  Second  Edition.  Fcap  8ro. 
is  6d.  net. 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  JAMES.  Edited  by 
H.  W.  Fulford,  M.A.  Fcap.  8r0.  is.  6d. 
net. 

ISAIAH.    Edited  by  W.  E.  Barnes,  D.D.    Two 

Volumes.    Fcap.  %vo.     2s.  net  each.     With 

Map. 
THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 

THE  EPHESIANS.  Edited  by  G.  H.  Whitaker, 

M.A.     Fcap.  Sr'ff.     is.  6d.  net. 


Churchman's  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

EVOLUTION.  By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D 
Cr.  Bvff.  y  M- 

THE  OLD  TESTAMENT  ANDTHENEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. ByJ.  W.  Peters,  D.D.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 

THE  CHURCHMAN'S  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
OLD  TESTAMENT.  By  A.  M.  Mackay,  B.A. 
Cr.  %vo.  $s.  6d. 

THE  CHURCH  OF  CHRIST.  By  E.  T.  Green, 
M.A.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

COMPARATIVE  THEOLOGY.  By  J.  A.  Mac- 
Culloch.  Cr.  8v0.  6s. 


THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH  CHRISTIANITY. 

By  W.  E.  Collins,  M.A.  With  Map.  Cr.  *vo. 

3s.  6d. 
SOME    NEW    TESTAMENT    PROBLEMS.       By 

Arthur  Wright,  M.A.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN  HERE  AND  HERE- 

AFTER.     By  Canon  Winterbotham,    M.A. , 

B.  Sc. ,  LL.  B.     Cr.  Bvo.     35.  fat. 
THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF  THE  PRAYER  BOOK  : 

Its  Literary  and  Liturgical  Aspects.     By  J. 

Dowden,  D.D.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0. 

3*.  6d. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H.  F.  Fox,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 

Crown  Svo. 

A  series  of  Translations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin  Classics,  distinguished  by  literary 
excellence  as  well  as  by  scholarly  accuracy. 

CICERO — Select    Orations   (Pro    Milone,    Pro 
Mureno,  Philippic  IL,  in  Catilinam).  Trans- 


/ESCHYLUS  —  Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eu- 
menides.  Translated  by  Lewis  Campbell, 
LL.D.  p. 

CICERO— De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N. 
P.  Moor,  M.A.  3*.  6d. 


Mureno,  rnilippic  IL,  in  catuinamj 
lated  by  H.  E.  D.  Blakiston,  M.A.     5*. 
CICERO — De  Natura  Deorum.     Translated  by 
F.  Brooks,  M.A.     3*.  6d. 

(Continued. 
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CLASSICAL  TRANSLATIONS — continued. 

CICERO— De  Officiis.     Translated  by  G.    B. 

Gardiner,  M.A.     zs.  6d. 
HORACE— The  Odes  and  Epodes.    Translated 

by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.     as. 
LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Me- 

nippus,  The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The  Parasite, 

The  Lover  of  Falsehood)     Translated  by  S. 


T.  Irwin,  M.A.    3*.  6ct. 

SOPHOCLES — Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by 
E.  D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A.  vs.  6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola  and  Germania.  Trans- 
lated by  R.  B.  Townshend.  zs.  6d. 

THE  SATIRES  OF  JUVENAL.  Translated  by 
S.  G.  Owen.  zs.  6d. 


Commercial  Series 

Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo. 

A  series  intended  to  assist  students  and  young  men  preparing  for  a  commercial 
career,  by  supplying  useful  handbooks  of  a  clear  and  practical  character,  dealing 
with  those  subjects  which  are  absolutely  essential  in  the  business  life. 

COMMERCIAL    EDUCATION  IN    THEORY    AND 

PRACTICE.     By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.     5s. 
An  introduction  to  Methuen's  Commercial 

Series  treating  the  question  of  Commercial 

Education  fully  from  both  the  point  of  view 

of  the  teacher  and  of  the  parent. 
BRITISH    COMMERCE    AND   COLONIES    FROM 

ELIZABETH  TO  VICTORIA.      By  H.   de  B. 

Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Third  Edition,  is. 
COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.     By  H. 

de  B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.     x*.  6d. 
THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COMMERCE,     By  H.  de 

B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 

is.  6d. 
A  GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  READER.     By  S.  E. 

Bally.     With  Vocabulary,     zs. 
A  COMMERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE  BRITISH 

EMPIRE.     By  L.  W.  Lyde,  M.A.    Fourth 

Edition,     zs. 
A    COMMERCIAL    GEOGRAPHY    OF    FOREIGN 

NATIONS.     By  F.  C.  Boon,  B.A.     zs. 


A    PRIMER    OF    BUSINESS.     By  S.  Jackson, 

M.A.     Third  Edition,     is.  6d. 
COMMERCIAL  ARITHMETIC.     By  F.  G.  Taylor, 

M.A.     Fourth  Edition,     is.  6d. 
FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRESPONDENCE.    By 

S.   E.   Bally.      With   Vocabulary.      Third 

Edition,     zs. 
GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRESPONDENCE.  By 

S.   E.   Bally.      With  Vocabulary.     Second 

Edition,    zs.  6d. 
A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  READER.    By  S.  E. 

Bally.  With  Vocabulary.  Second  Edition,  zs. 
PRECIS  WRITING  AND  OFFICE  CORRESPOND- 

ENCE.     By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.     Second 

Edition,     zs. 
A  GUIDE  TO   PROFESSIONS  AND   BUSINESS. 

By  H.  Jones,     is.  6d. 
THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  BOOK-KEEPING  BY  DOUBLE 

ENTRY.     By  J.  E.  B.  M 'Allen,  M.A.     zs. 
COMMERCIAL  LAW.  By  W.  Douglas  Edwards. 

Second  Edition,     zs. 


Connoisseur's  Library,  The 

Wide  Royal  Svo.     25*.  net. 

A  sumptuous  series  of  20  books  on  art,  written  by  experts  for  collectors,  superbly 
illustrated  in  photogravure,  collotype,  and  colour.  The  technical  side  of  the  art  is 
duly  treated.  The  first  volumes  are — 


MEZZOTINTS.     By  Cyril  Davenport.    With  40 

Plates  in  Photogravure. 
PORCELAIN.     By  Edward  Dillon.     With    19 

Plates  in  Colour,  20  in  Collotype,  and  5  in 

Photogravure. 
MINIATURES.      By  Dudley  Heath.      With  9 

Plates  in  Colour,  15  in  Collotype,  and  15  in 

Photogravure. 


IVORIES.     By  A.  Maskell.     With  80  Plates  in 

Collotype  and  Photogravure. 
ENGLISH    FURNITURE.      By  F.  S.  Robinson. 

With  160  Plates  in  Collotype  and  one  in 

Photogravure.     Second  Edition. 
EUROPEAN  ENAMELS.    By  H.  CUNYNGHAME, 

C.B.    With  many  Plates  in  Collotype  and  a 

Frontispiece  in  Photogravure. 
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Devotion,  The  Library  of 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

These  masterpieces  of  devotional  literature  are  furnished  with  such  Introductions 
and  Notes  as  may  be  necessary  to  explain  the  standpoint  of  the  author  and  the 
obvious  difficulties  of  the  text,  without  unnecessary  intrusion  between  the  author  and 
the  devout  mind. 


THE  CONFESSIONS  OF  ST.  AUGUSTINE.  Edited 

by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.     Fifth  Edition. 
THE   CHRISTIAN   YEAR.      Edited  by  Walter 

Lock,  D.  D.     Third  Edition. 
THE   IMITATION   OF   CHRIST.     Edited  by  C. 

Bigg,  D.D.     Fourth  Edition. 
A   BOOK  OF   DEVOTIONS.     Edited  by  J.  W. 

Stanbridge.  B.D.     Second  Edition. 
LYRA    INNOCENTIUM.        Edited    by    Walter 

Lock,  D.D. 
A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT  AND  HOLY 

LIFE.     Edited  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.     Second 

Edition. 
THE  TEMPLE.     Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 

D.D.     Second  Edition. 
A  GUIDE  TO  ETERNITY.     Edited  by  J.  W. 

Stanbridge,  B.D. 
THE  PSALMS  OF  DAVID.    Edited  by  B.  W. 

Randolph,  D.D. 
LYRA  APOSTOLICA.      By  Cardinal    Newman 

and  others.    Edited  by  Canon  Scott  Holland 

and  Canon  H.  C.  Beeching.  M.A. 
THE  INNER  WAY.     By  J.  Tauler.     Edited  by 

A.  W.  Mutton,  M.A. 
THE  THOUGHTS  OF  PASCAL.      Edited  by  C. 

S.  Jerram,  M.A. 


ON  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD.     By  St.  Francis  de 

Sales.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little,  M.A. 
A    MANUAL    OF    CONSOLATION    FROM    THE 

SAINTS  AND  FATHERS.     Edited  by  J.  H. 

Burn,  B.D. 
THE  SONG  OF  SONGS.    Edited  by  B.  Blaxland, 

M.A. 
THE  DEVOTIONS  OF  ST.  ANSELM.   Edited  by 

C.  C.  J.  Webb,  M.A. 
GRACE  ABOUNDING.  ByJohnBunyan.  Edited 

by  S.  C.  Freer,  M.A. 
BISHOP  WILSON'S  SACRA  PRIVATA.      Edited 

by  A.  E.  Burn,  B.D. 
LYRA    SACRA  :     A    Book    of   Sacred    Verse. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  Canon  of 

Westminster. 
A  DAY  BOOK  FROM  THE  SAINTS  AND  FATHERS. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D. 
HEAVENLY  WISDOM.      A  Selection  from  the 

English  Mystics.     Edited  by  E.  C.  Gregory. 
LIGHT,  LIFE,  and  LOVE.   A  Selection  from  the 

German  Mystics.     Edited  by  W.  R.  Inge, 

M.A. 
AN   INTRODUCTION  TO   THE  DEVOUT  LIFE. 

By  St.  Francis  de  Sales.     Translated  and 

Edited  by  T.  Barns,  M.A. 


Methuen's  Standard  Library 

In  Sixpenny  Volumes. 

THE  STANDARD  LIBRARY  is  a  new  series  of  volumes  containing  the  great  classics  of  the 
world,  and  particularly  the  finest  works  of  Englis_h  literature.  All  the  great  masters  will  be 
represented,  either  in  complete  works  or  in  selections.  It  is  the  ambition  of  the  publishers  to 
place  the  best  books  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  within  the  reach  of  every  reader,  so  that  the 
series  may  represent  something  of  the  diversity  and  splendour  of  our  English  tongue.  The 
characteristics  of  THE  STANDARD  LIBRARY  are  four  :— i.  SOUNDNESS  OF  TEXT.  2.  CHEAPNESS. 
3.  CLEARNESS  OF  TYPE.  4.  SIMPLICITY.  The  books  are  well  printed  on  good  paper  at  a 
price  which  on  the  whole  is  without  parallel  in  the  history  of  publishing.  Each  volume  con- 
tains from  100  to  250  pages,  and  is  issued  in  paper  covers,  Crown_  8vo,  at  Sixpence  net,  or  in 
cloth  gilt  at  One  Shilling  net.  In  a  few  cases  long  books  are  issued  as  Double  Volumes 
or  as  Treble  Volumes. 

The  following  books  are  ready  with  the  exception  of  those  marked  with  a  t,  which  denotes 
that  the  book  is  nearly  ready : — 


THE  MEDITATIONS  or  MARCUS  AURELIUS. 
The  translation  is  by  R.  Graves. 

THE  NOVELS  OF  JANE  AUSTEN.    In  5  volumes. 
VOL.  I. — Sense  and  Sensibility. 

ESSAYS  AND  COUNSELS  and  THE  NEW 
ATLANTIS.  By  Francis  Bacon,  Lord 
Verulam. 


RELIGIO    MEDICI    and    URN    BURIAL.      By 

Sir  Thomas  Browne.     The  text  has  been 

collated  by  A.  R.  Waller. 
THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.     By  John  Bunyan. 
REFLECTIONS  ON  THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION. 

By  Edmund  Burke. 
THE  ANALOGY  OF  RELIGION,  NATURAL  AND 

REVEALED.     By  Joseph  Butler,  D.D. 
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THE  POEMS  OF  THOMAS  CHATTERTON.     In  2 

volumes. 

Vol.  i.  —  Miscellaneous  Poems. 
tVol.  ii.—  The  Kowley  Poems. 
tVrrA   NUOVA.     By  Dante.     Translated  into 

English  by  D,  G.  Rossetti. 
TOM  JONES.    By  Henry  Fielding.    Treble  Vol. 
CRANFOKD.     By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 
THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  DECLINE  AND  FALL  OF  ' 
THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE.     By  Edward  Gibbon. 
In  7  double  volumes. 
Vol.  v.  is  nearly  ready. 

The  Text  and  Notes  have  been  revised  by  i 
J.  B.  Bury,  Litt.D.,  but  the  Appendices  of 
the  more  expensive  edition  are  not  given. 


VICAR  OF   WAKEFIELD.       By    Oliver 
Goldsmith. 

THE  POEMS  ANDPi.AYsoFOnvEK  GOLDSMITH. 
THF.  WORKS  OK  BKN  JON>ON. 

fVoL.  i.—  The  Case  is  Altered.  Every  Man  I 
in  His  Humour.  Every  Man  out  of  His  i 
Humour. 

The  text  has  been  collated  by  H.  C.  Hart,  j 
THE  POEMS  OF  JOHN  KEATS.    Double  volume.  | 
The  Text  has  been  collated    by   E.    de 
Selincourt. 

ON  THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.     By  Thomas 
a  Kempis. 

The  translation  is  by  C.  Bigg,  DD.,  Canon 
of  Christ  Church. 
A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT  AND  HOLY 

LIFE.     By  William  Law. 
THE  PLAYS  OF  CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE. 
tVol.  i.—  Tamburlane  the  Great.     The  Tra- 

gical History  of  Dr.  Faustus. 
THE  PLAYS  OF  PHILIP  MASSINGER. 
tVol.  i.—  The  Duke  of  Milan. 


THE  POEMS  OF  TOHN  MILTON.     In  2  volumes. 

Vol.  i.— Paradise  Lost. 
THE  PROSE  WORKS  OF  JOHN  MILTON. 

VOL.  i.— Eikonoklastes  and  The  Tenure  of 

Kings  and  Magistrates. 
SELECT  WORKS  OF  SIR  THOMAS  MORE. 

Vol.  i. — Utopia  and  Poems. 
THH    REPUBLIC    OF    PLATO.      Translated   by 
Sydenham  and  Taylor.     Double  Volume. 
The     translation    has    been     revised     by 
W.  H.  D.  Rouse. 
THE    LITTLE    FLOWERS    OF     ST.    FRANCIS. 

Translated  by  W.  Hey  wood. 
THE  WORKS  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.     In 

10  volumes. 

VOL.  i.— The  Tempest ;  The  Two  Gentlemen 
of  Verona  ;  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  ; 
Measure  for  Measure ;  The  Comedy  of 
Errors. 

VOL.  n. — Much  Ado  About  Nothing;  Love's 
Labour's  Lost;  A  Midsummer  Night's 
Dream  ;  The  Merchant  of  Venice ;  As' You 
Like  It. 

VOL.  in.— The  Taming  of  the  Shrew  ;  All's 
Well  that  Ends  Well;  Twelfth  Night ;  The 
Winter's  Tale. 

Vol.  iv.— The  Life  and  Death  of  King  John; 
The  Tragedy  of  Kin-  Richard  the  Second; 
The  First  Part  of  King  Henry  iv.  ;  The 
Second  Part  of  King  Henry  iv. 
Vol.  v.— The  Life  of  King  Henry  v.  ;  The 
First  Part  of  King  Henry  vi. ;  The  Second 
Part  of  King  Henry  vi. 

THE  LIFE  OF  NELSON.     By  Robert  Southey. 
THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  AND  ANTIQUITIES  OF 
SELBORNE.    By  Gilbert  White. 


Half-Crown  Library 

Crown  %vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 


THF,   LIFE  OF    TOHN    RUSKIN.      By  W.    G. 

Collingwood.M.A.  With  Portraits.     Sixth 

Edition. 
ENGLISH  LYRICS.  By  W.  E.  Henley.  Second 

Edition. 
THE  GOLDEN  POMP.  A  Procession  of  English 

Lyrics.     Arranged  by  A.  T.  Quiller  Couch. 

Second  Edition. 

CHITRAL  :  The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.  By 
Sir  G.  S.  Robertson,  K. C.S.I.  Third 
Edition.  Illustrated. 


By 


STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPERSTITIONS. 
S.  Baring-Gould.     Third  Edition. 

YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE  EVENTS. 
By  S.  Baring-Gould.  Fourth  Edition. 

ENGLISH  VILLAGES.  By  P.  H.  Ditchfield, 
M.A.,  F.S.A.  Illustrated. 

A  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  By  W.  E. 
Henley  and  C.  Whibley. 

THE  LAND  OF  THE  BLACK  MOUNTAIN. 
Being  a  Description  of  Montenegro.  By 
R.  Wyon  and  G.  Prance.  With  40  Illustra- 
tions. 


Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books,  The 

Fcap  8w.     35.  6d.  net  each  volume. 

A  series,  in  small  form,  of  some  of  the  famous  illustrated  books  of  fiction  and 
general  literature.      These  are  faithfully  reprinted  from  the  first  or   best  editions 
The  Illustrations  are  chiefly  in  colour. 

COLOURED    BOOKS 

By  Nimrod.     With  18  Coloured  Plates  by 
Henry  Alken  and  T.  J.  Rawlins.     Third 


without  introduction  or  notes. 


OLD  COLOURED  BOOKS.     By  George  Paston. 

With  16  Coloured  Plates.  Fcap.^ve.  ss.net. 

THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OK  JOHN  MYTTON,  ESQ. 


Edition. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPORTSMAN.  By  Nimrod. 
With  35  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken. 

HANDLEY  CROSS.  By  R.  S.  Surtees.  With 
17  Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts  in  the 
Text  by  John  Leech.  Second  Edition. 

MR.  SPONGE'S  SPORTING  TOUR.  By  R.  S. 
Surtees.  With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90 
Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John  Leech. 

JORROCKS"  JAUNTS  AND  JOLLITIES.  By  R.  S. 
Surtees.  With  15  Coloured  Plates  by  H. 
Alken.  Second  Edition. 

This  volume  is  reprinted  from  the  ex- 
tremely rare  and  costly  edition  of  1843,  which 
contains  Alken's  very  fine  illustrations 
instead  of  the  usual  ones  by  Phiz. 

ASK  MAMMA.  By  R.  S.  Surtees.  With  13 
Coloured  Plates  and  70  Woodcuts  in  the 
Text  by  John  Leech. 

THE  ANALYSIS  OF  THE  HUNTING  FIELD.  By 
R.  S.  Surtees.  With  7  Coloured  Plates  by 
Henry  Alken,  and  43  Illustrations  on  Wood. 

THE  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH  OF 
THE  PICTURESQUE.  By  William  Combe. 
With  30  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

THE  TOUR  OF  DOCTOR  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH 
OF  CONSOLATION.  By  William  Combe. 
With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

THE  THIRD  TOUR  OF  DOCTOR  SYNTAX  IN 
SEARCH  OF  A  WIFE.  By  William  Combe. 
With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  JOHNNY  QUAE  GENUS  :  the 
Little  Foundling  of  the  late  Dr.  Syntax. 
By  the  Author  of  *  The  Three  Tours. '  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  by  Rowlandson. 

THE  ENGLISH  DANCE  OF  DEATH,  from  the 
Designs  of  T.  Rowlandson,  with  Metrical 
Illustrations    by   the  Author   of    '  Doctor 
Syntax.'    Tivo  Volumes. 
This  book  contains  76  Coloured  Plates. 

THE  DANCE  OF  LIFE  :  A  Poem.  By  the  Author 
of  'Doctor  Syntax.'  Illustrated  with  26 
Coloured  Engravings  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON  :  or,  the  Day  and  Night 
Scenes  of  Jerry  Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his 
Elegant  Friend,  Corinthian  Tom.  By 
Pierce  Egan.  With  36  Coloured  Plates  by 
I.  R.  and  G.  Cruikshank.  With  numerous 
Designs  on  Wood. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  LONDON  :  or,  the  Rambles 
and  Adventures  of  Bob  Tallyho,  Esq.,  and 
his  Cousin,  The  Hon.  Tom  Dashall.  By  an 


Amateur  (Pierce  Egan).  With  31  Coloured 
Plates  by  Alken  and  Rowlandson,  etc. 
Two  Volumes. 

THE  LIFE  OF  AN  ACTOR.  By  Pierce  Egan. 
With  27  Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane, 
and  several  Designs  on  Wood. 

THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD.  By  Oliver  Gold- 
smith. With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Row- 
landson. 

THE  MILITARY  ADVENTURES  OF  JOHNNY 
NEWCOME.  By  an  Officer.  With  15  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN. 
With  Descriptions  and  51  Coloured  Plates 
by  Henry  Alken. 

This  book  is  completely  different  from  the 
large  folio  edition  of  '  National  Sports '  by 
the  same  artist,  and  none  of  the  plates  are 
similar. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  POST  CAPTAIN.  By 
A  Naval  Officer.  With  24  Coloured  Plates 
by  Mr.  Williams. 

GAMONIA  :  or,  the  Art  of  Preserving  Game  ; 
and  an  Improved  Method  of  making  Planta- 
tions and  Covers,  explained  and  illustrated 
by  Lawrence  Rawstorne,  Esq.  With  15 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rawlins. 

AN  ACADEMY  FOR  GROWN  HORSEMEN  :  Con- 
taining the  completest  Instructions  for 
Walking,  Trotting,  Cantering,  Galloping, 
Stumbling,  and  Tumbling.  Illustrated  with 
27  Coloured  Plates,  and  adorned  with  a 
Portrait  of  the  Author.  By  Geoffrey 
Gambado,  Esq. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  IRELAND,  or,  the  Day  and 
Night  Scenes  of  Brian  Boru,  Esq.,  and  his 
Elegant  Friend,  Sir  Shawn  O'Dogherty. 
By  a  Real  Paddy.  With  19  Coloured  Plates 
by  Heath,  Marks,  etc. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JOHNNY  NEWCOME  IN 
THE  NAVY.  By  Alfred  Burton.  With  16 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 

THE  OLD  ENGLISH  SQUIRE:  A  Poem.  By 
John  Careless,  Esq.  With  20  Coloured 
Plates  after  the  style  of  T.  Rowlandson. 

*THE  ENGLISH  SPY.  By  Bernard  Black- 
mantle.  With  72  Coloured  Plates  by  R. 
Cruikshank,  and  many  Illustrations  on 
wood.  Tivo  Volumes. 


PLAIN    BOOKS 


THE  GRAVE  :  A  Poem.  By  Robert  Blair. 
Illustrated  by  12  Etchings  executed  by  Louis 
Schiavonetti  from  the  original  Inventions  of 
William  Blake.  With  an  Engraved  Title  Page 
and  a  Portrait  of  Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.A. 
The  illustrations  are  reproduced  in  photo- 
gravure. 


ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.     In- 
vented and  engraved  by  William  Blake. 

These  famous  Illustrations—  21  in  number 
—are  reproduced  in  photogravure. 


FABLES.      With    380    Woodcuts    by 
Thomas  Bewick. 
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WINDSOR  CASTLE.  ByW.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 

With  22  Plates  and  87  Woodcuts  in  the  Text 

by  George  Cruikshank. 
THB  TOWER  OF  LONDON.      By  W.  Harrison 

Ainsworth.  With  40  Plates  and  58  Woodcuts 

in  the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank. 
FRANK  FAIRLEGH.    By  F.  E.  Smedley.  With 

30  Plates  by  George  Cruikshank. 
HANDY  ANDY.     By  Samuel  Lover.    With  24 

Illustrations  by  the  Author. 


THE  COMPLEAT  ANGLER.  By  Izaak  Walton 
and  Charles  Cotton.  With  14  Plates  and  77 
Woodcuts  in  the  Text. 

This  volume  is  reproduced  from  the  beauti- 
ful edition  of  John  Major  of  1824. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  By  Charles  Dickens. 
With  the  43  Illustrations  by  Seymour  and 
Phiz,  the  two  Buss  Plates,  and  the  32  Con- 
temporary Onwhyn  Plates. 


Junior  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.    Fcap.  8vo.     is. 

This  series  is  intended  to  lead  up  to  the  School  Examination  Series,  and  is  intended 
for  the  use  of  teachers  and  students,  to  supply  material  for  the  former  and  practice 
for  the  latter.  The  papers  are  carefully  graduated,  cover  the  whole  of  the  subject 
usually  taught,  and  are  intended  to  form  part  of  the  ordinary  class  work.  They 
may  be  used  viva  voce  or  as  a  written  examination. 


JUNIOR  FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.    By 

F.  Jacob,  M.A. 

JUNIOR  LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.     By  C. 

G.  Bolting,  B.A.     Fourth  Edition. 
JUNIOR  ENGLISH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.     By 

W.  Williamson,  B.A. 
JUNIOR  ARITHMETIC  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 

By  W.  S.  Beard.     Second  Edition. 
JUNIOR  ALGEBRA  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.    By 

S.  W.  Finn,  M.A. 


JUNIOR  GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  T. 
C.  Weatherhead,  M.A. 

JUNIOR  GENERAL  INFORMATION  EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS.  By  W.  S.  Beard. 

A  KEY  TO  THE  ABOVE.  Crown  8vo.  3$.  6d. 
net. 

JUNIOR  GEOGRAPHY  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
ByW.  G.  Baker,  M.A. 

JUNIOR  GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By 
A.  Voegelin,  M.A. 


Junior  School-Books 

Edited  by  O.  D.  INSKIP,  LL.D.,  and  W.  WILLIAMSON,  B.A. 


A  series 


of  elementary  books  for  pupils  in  lower  forms,  simply  written 
by  teachers  of  experience. 


A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION  PASSAGES.  By 
W.  Williamson,  B.A.  Eleventh  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvff.  is.  6d. 

THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MATTHEW. 
Edited  by  E.  Wilton  South,  M.A.  With 
Three  Maps.  Cr.  %vo.  is.  6d. 

THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDINGTO  ST.  MARK.  Edited 
by  A.  E.  Rubie,  D.D.  With  Three  Maps. 
Cr.  &vo.  is.  6d. 

A  JUNIOR  ENGLISH  GRAMMAR.  By  W.William- 
son, B.A.  With  numerous  passages  for  parsing 
andanalysis,  andachapter  on  Essay  Writing. 
Third  Edition.  Cr.  too.  vs. 

A  JUNIOR  CHEMISTRY.  ByE.  A.Tyler,  B.A., 
F.C.S.  With  78  Illustrations.  Second  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8v0.  zs.  6d. 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES.  Edited  by  A. 
E,  Rubie,  D.D.  Cr.  Zvo.  zs. 

A  JUNIOR  FRENCH  GRAMMAR.  By  L.  A. 
Sornet  and  M.  J.  Acatos.  Cr.  Zvo.  zs. 


ELEMENTARY  EXPERIMENTAL  SCIENCE.  PHY- 
SICS by  W.  T.  Clough,  A.R.C.S.  CHEMISTRY 
by  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc.  With  2  Plates  and 
154  Diagrams.  Third  Edition.  Cr.  %vo. 
zs.  6d. 

A  JUNIOR  GEOMETRY.  By  Noel  S.  Lydon. 
With  276  Diagrams.  Second  Edition.  Cr. 
%vo.  zs. 

A  JUNIOR  MAGNETISM  AND  ELECTRICITY.  By 
W.  T.  Clough.  Illustrated.  Cr.  Zvo. 

2S.   6d. 

ELEMENTARY  EXPERIMENTAL  CHEMISTRY. 
By  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc.  With  4  Plates 
and  109  Diagrams.  Cr.  8z'0.  zs. 

A  JUNIOR  FRENCH  PROSE  COMPOSITION. 
By  R.  R.  N.  Baron,  M.A.  Cr.  $t>0.  zs. 

THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  LUKE.  With 
an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  William 
Williamson,  B.A.  With  Three  Maps.  Cr. 
8z'0.  zs. 
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Leaders  of  Religion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
Cr.  8vo.     ss.  net. 


With  Portraits. 


A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the 
and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

CARDINAL  NEWMAN.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
JOHN  WESLEY.  By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 
BISHOP  WILBERFORCE.  By  G.  W.  Daniell, 

M.A. 

CARDINAL  MANNING.  By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
CHARLES  SIMEON.     By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  D.D. 
JOHN  KEBLE.     By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 
THOMAS  CHALMERS.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
LANCELOT   ANDREWES.      By  R.   L.   Ottley, 

D.D.     Second  Edition. 
AUGUSTINE   OF   CANTERBURY.      By    E.    L. 

Cutts,  D.D. 


most  prominent  leaders  of  religious  life 

WILLIAM  LAUD.     By  W.  H.  Hutton,  M.A. 

Third  Edition. 

JOHNK.NOX.  ByF.  MacCunn.  Second  Edition. 
JOHN  HOWE.    By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 
BISHOP  KEN.     By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M.A. 
GEORGE  Fox,  THE  QUAKER.    By  T.  Hodgkin, 

D.C.L.     Third  Edition. 
JOHN  DONNE.     By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 
THOMAS  CRANMER.    By  A.  J.  Mason,  D.D. 
BISHOP  LATIMER.     By  R.  M.  Carlyle  and  A. 

J.  Carlyle,  M.A. 
BISHOP  BUTLER.    By  W.  A.  Spooner,  M.A, 


Little  Blue  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  E.  V.  LUCAS. 
Illustrated.     Demy  \6nio.     2s.  6d. 


A  series  of  books  for  children.  The  aim 
exciting  stories  about  normal  children,  the 
expressed. 

1.  THE  CASTAWAYS  OF  MEADOWBANK.      By 

Thomas  Cobb. 

2.  THE  BEECHNUT  BOOK.     By  Jacob  Abbott. 

Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

3.  THE  AIR  GUN.     By  T.  Hilbert. 

4.  A  SCHOOL  YEAR.     By  Netta  Syrett. 

5.  THE  PEELES  AT  THE  CAPITAL.     By  Roger 

Asbton. 


of  the  editor  is  to  get  entertaining  or 
moral  of  which  is  implied  rather  than 

THE  TREASURE  OF  PRINCEGATE  PRIORY. 

By  T.  Cobb. 
Mrs.    BARBERRY'S    GHNERAL    SHOP.      By 

Roger  Ashton. 
A  BOOK  OF  BAD  CHILDREN.      By  W.  T. 

Webb. 

9.  THE  LOST  BALL.    By  Thomas  Cobb. 


Little  Books  on  Art 

With  many  I  lustrations.     Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

A  series  of  monographs  in  miniature,  containing  the  complete  outline  of  the 
subject  under  treatment  and  rejecting  minute  details.  These  books  are  produced 
with  the  greatest  care.  Each  volume  consists  of  about  200  pages,  and  contains  from 
30  to  40  illustrations,  including  a  frontispiece  in  photogravure. 

HOLBEIN.     Mrs.  G.  Fortescue. 
BURNE-JONES.     Fortunee  de  Lisle.      Second 

Edition. 

REMBRANDT.     Mrs.  E.  A.  Sharp 
COROT.     Alice  Pollard  and  Ethel  BirnstingJ. 
RAPHAEL.     A.  R.  Dryhurst. 
MILLET.     Netta  Peacock. 
ILLUMINATED  MSS.    J.  W.  Bradley. 


GREEK  ART.  H.  B.  Walters.  Second  Edition. 

BOOKPLATES.     E.Almack. 

REYNOLDS.     J.  Sime.    S econd  Edition. 

ROMNEY.     George  Paston. 

WATTS.     R.  E.  D.  Sketchley. 

LEIGHTON.    Alice  Corkran. 

VELASQUEZ.      Wilfrid  Wilberforce  and  A.  R. 

Gilbert. 

GREUZE  AND  BOUCHER.    Eliza  F.  Pollard. 
VAMDYCK.     M.  G.  Smallwood. 
TURNER.     Frances  Tyrell-Gill. 
DURER.     Jessie  Allen. 
HOPPNER.    H.  P.  K.  Skipton. 


CHRIST  IN  ART.    Mrs.  Henry  Jenner. 
JEWELLERY.    Cyril  Davenport. 
CLAUDE.     Edward  Dillon. 
THE  ARTS  OF  JAPAN.    Edward  Dillon. 
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Little  Galleries,  The 

Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

A  series  of  little  books  containing  examples  of  the  best  work  of  the  great  painters. 
Each  volume  contains  20  plates  in  photogravure,  together  with  a  short  outline  of  the 
life  and  work  of  the  master  to  whom  the  book  is  devoted. 


A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  REYNOLDS. 
A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  ROMNEY. 
A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  HOPPNER. 


A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  MILLAIS. 

A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  ENGLISH  POSTS. 


Little  Guides,  The 

Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net.;  leather,  3*.  6d.  net. 


OXFORD  AND  ITS  COLLEGES. 


J.  Wells, 
;:w.     Sixth, 


GES.      By 

M.A.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  Ne 

Edition. 
CAMBRIDGE    AND    ITS    COLLEGES.      By    A. 

Hamilton  Thompson.     Illustrated  by  E.  H. 

New.    Second  Edition. 
THE    MALVERN    COUNTRY.      By    B.    C.   A. 

Windle,  D.Sc..  F.R.S.      Illustrated  by  E. 

H.  New. 
SHAKESPEARE'S   COUNTRY.       By   B.    C.    A. 

Windle,  D.Sc.,  F.R.S.     Illustrated  by  E. 

H.  New.     Second  Edition. 
SUSSEX.    By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.    Illustrated 

by  E.  H.  New.    Second  Edition. 
WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.     By  G.  E.  Troutbeck. 

Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
NORFOLK.    By  W.  A.  Dutt.    Illustrated  by 

B.  C.  Boulter. 
CORNWALL.     By  A.   L.   Salmon.      Illustrated 

by  B.  C.  Boulter. 
BRITTANY.     By  S.  Baring-Gould.     Illustrated 

by  J.  Wylie. 
HERTFORDSHIRE.      By    H.     W.    Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
THE  ENGLISH   LAKES.      By  F.  G.  Brabant, 

M.A.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
KENT.     By  G.  Clinch.     Illustrated  by  F.  D. 

Bedford. 


ROME 


By  C.  G.  Ellaby. 
C.  Boulter. 


Illustrated  by  B. 


THK  ISLE  OF  WIGHT.  By  G,  Clinch.  Illus- 
trated by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SURREY.  By  F.  A.  H.  Lambert.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.  By  E.  S.  Roscoe.  Illus- 
trated by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SUFFOLK.  By  W.  A.  Dutt.  Illustrated  by  J. 
Wylie. 

DERBYSHIRE.  By  J.  C.  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 

THE  NORTH  RIDING  OF  YORKSHIRE.  ByJ.  E. 
Morris.  '-.  Illustrated  by  R.  J.  S.  Bertram. 

HAMPSHIRE.  By  J.  C.  Cox.  Illustrated  by 
M.  E.  Purser. 

SICILY.  By  F.  H.  Jackson.  With  many 
Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

DORSET.     By  Frank  R.  Heath.     Illustrated. 

CHESHIRE.  By  W.  M.  Gallichan.  Illustrated 
by  Elizabeth  Hartley. 

NORTHAMPTONSHIRE.  By  Wakeling  Dry. 
Illustrated. 

THK  EAST  RIDING  OF  YORKSHIRE.  By  J.  E. 
Morris.  Illustrated. 

OXFORDSHIRE.  By  F.  G.  Brabant.  Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New. 

ST.  PAUL'S  CATHEDRAL.  By  George  Clinch. 
Illustrated  by  Beatrice  Alcock. 


Little  Library,  The 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Small  Pott  8vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

A  series  of  small  books  under  the  above  title,  containing  some  of  the  famous  works 
in  English  and  other  literatures,  in  the  domains  of  fiction,  poetry,  and  belles  lettres. 
The  series  also  contains  volumes  of  selections  in  prose  and  verse.  The  books  are 
edited  with  the  most  scholarly  care.  Each  one  contains  an  introduction  which 
gives  (i)  a  short  biography  of  the  author  ;  (2)  a  critical  estimate  of  the  book.  Where 
they  are  necessary,  short  notes  are  added  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

Each  volume  has  a  photogravure  frontispiece,  and  the  books  are  produced  with 
great  care. 


Anon.  ENGLISH  LYRICS,  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF. 

Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE. Edited  by  E.  V.  LUCAS.  Two 
Volumes. 


NORTHANGER  ABBEY.    Edited  by  E.  V. 


LUCAS. 
Bacon    (Francis). 
LORD    BACON. 
WRIGHT. 


THE    ESSAYS    OF 
Edited   by    EDWARD 
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Barham  (R.    H.).      THE   INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS.     Edited    by    J.    B.    ATLAY. 

Two  Volumes. 
Barnett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).    A  LITTLE  BOOK 

OF  ENGLISH  PROSE. 
Beckford    (William).       THE    HISTORY 

OF  THE  CALIPH   VATHEK.     Edited 

by  E.  DENISON  Ross. 
Blake  (William).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

WILLIAM    BLAKE.     Edited  by  M. 

PERUGINI. 
Borrow  (George).    LAVENGRO.     Edited 

by  F.  HINDES  GKOOME.     Two  Volumes. 
THE    ROMANY    RYE.      Edited  by  JOHN- 
SAMPSON. 
Browning  (Robert).     SELECTIONS 

FROM     THE    EARLY     POEMS     OF 

ROBERT  BROWNING.     Edited  by  W. 

HALL  GRIFFIN,  M.A. 
Canning  (George).   SELECTIONS  FROM 

THE    ANTI-JACOBIN:    with    GEORGE 

CANNING'S  additional  Poems.      Edited  by 

LLOYD  SANDERS. 
Cowley  (Abraham).     THE  ESSAYS  OF 

ABRAHAM  COWLEY.    Edited  by  H.  C. 

MlNCHIN. 

Crabbe  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

GEORGE    CRABBE.      Edited  by  A.  C. 

DKANE. 
Craik  (Mrs.).      JOHN    HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN.      Edited  by  ANNE 

MATHESON.     Two  Volumes. 
Crashaw  (Richard).      THE    ENGLISH 

POEMS    OF    RICHARD    CRASHAW. 

Edited  by  EDWARD  HUTTON. 
Dante  (Alighieri).     THE  INFERNO  OF 

DANTE.       Translated  by  H.    F.   GARY. 

Edited  by  PAGET  TOYNBEE,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
THE  PURGATORIO  OF  DANTE.    Trans- 

lated  by  H.  F.  CARY.    Edited  by  PAGET 

TOYNBEE,  M. A.,  D.Litt. 

THE    PARADISO    OF    DANTE.      Trans- 
lated by  H.  F.  GARY.     Edited  by  PAGET 

TOYNBEE,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
Darley  (George).    SELECTIONS  FROM 

THE  POEMS  OF  GEORGE  DARLEY. 

Edited  by  R.  A.  STREATFEILD. 
Deane  (A.  C.).      A  LITTLE   BOOK   OF 

LIGHT  VERSE. 
Dickens  (Charles).  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

Two  Volumes. 
Ferrier  (Susan).      MARRIAGE.     Edited 

by     A.     GOODRICH  -  FREER     and     LORD 

IDDESLEIGH.     Two  Volumes. 
THE  INHERITANCE.     Two  Volumes. 
Gaskell(Mrs.).    CRANFORD.    Edited  by 

E.  V.  LUCAS.    Second  Edition. 
Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 

LETTER.    Edited  by  PERCY  DEARMER. 
Henderson  (T.  F.).     A  LITTLE  BOOK 

OF  SCOTTISH  VERSE. 


Keats  (John).      POEMS.     With  an  Intro- 
duction by  L.    BINYON,  and  Notes  by  J. 

MASEFIELD. 
Kinglake  (A.  W.).     EOTHEN.    With  an 

Introduction  and  Notes.     Second  Edition. 
Lamb    (Charles).      ELIA,     AND     THE 

LAST   ESSAYS   OF   ELIA.     Edited   by 

E.  V.  LUCAS. 
Locker  (F.).    LONDON  LYRICS.    Edited 

by  A.  D.  GODLEY,  M.A.     A  reprint  of  the 

First  Edition. 
Longfellow  (H.  W.).     SELECTIONS 

FROM     LONGFELLOW.        Edited    by 

L.  M.  FAITHFULL. 
Marvell  (Andrew).      THE    POEMS    OF 

ANDREW    MARVELL.     Edited  by  E. 

WRIGHT. 
Milton  (John).      THE  MINOR  POEMS 

OF  JOHN  MILTON.     Edited  by  H.  C. 

BEECHING,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
Moir(D.  M.).   MANSIE  WAUCH.    Edited 

by  T.  F.  HENDERSON. 
Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).    A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

ENGLISH  SONNETS. 
Rochefoucauld  (La).    THE  MAXIMS  Ol 

LA     ROCHEFOUCAULD.       Translated 

by  Dean  STANHOPE.      Edited  by  G.    H. 

POWELL. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).     REJECTED 

ADDRESSES.     Edited  by  A.  D.  GODLEY, 

M.A. 
Sterne  (Laurence).     A  SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY.     Edited  by  H.  W.  PAUL. 
Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).    THE  EARLY 

POEMS  OF  ALFRED,  LORD  TENNY- 

SON.    Edited  by  J.  CHURTON  COLLINS, 

M.A. 
IN    ME  MORI  AM.       Edited  by  H.    C. 

BEECHING,  M.A. 
THE  PRINCESS.      Edited  by  ELIZABETH 

WORDSWORTH. 

MAUD.  Edited  by  ELIZABETH  WoRDswoKTif. 
Thackeray ( W.  M.).    VANITY  FAIR. 

Edited  by  S.  GWYNN.     Three  Volumes. 
PENDENNIS.    Edited  by  S.   GWYNN. 

Three  Volumes. 

ESMOND.     Edited  by  S,  GWYNN. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  Edited bvS.  GWYNN. 
Vaughan   (Henry).      THE    POEMS   OF 

HENRY  VAUGHAN.  Edited  by  EDWARD 

HUTTON. 
Walton    (Izaak).       THE     COMPLEAT 

ANGLER.    Edited  by  J.  BUCHAN. 
Waterhouse  (Mrs.  Alfred).     A  LITTLE 

BOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH.  Edited 

by.    Eighth  Edition. 
Words  worth  (W.).  SELECTIONS  FROM 

WORDSWORTH.      Edited    by  NOWELL 

C.  SMITH. 
Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 

LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Edited  by  GEORGK 

SAMPSON. 
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Miniature  Library 

Reprints  in  miniature  of  a  few  interesting  books  which  have  qualities  of 
humanity,  devotion,  or  literary  genius. 


EUPHRANOR  :   A    Dialogue    on    Youth.      By 
Edward  FitzGerald.    From  the  edition  pub- 
lished  by  W.   Pickering  in   1851.      Demy 
Leather,  zs.  net. 


POLONIUS:  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  In- 
stances. By  Edward  FitzGerald.  From 
the  edition  published  by  W.  Pickering  in 
1852.  Demy  ^zmo.  Leather,  zs.  net. 

THE  RuBAivAr  OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  By 
Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  ist  edition 
of  1859,  Third  Edition.  Leather,  is.  net. 


THE  LIFE  OF  EDWARD,  LORD  HERBERT  OF 
CHERBURY.  Written  by  himself.  From 
the  edition  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill  in 
the  year  1764.  Medium  -$-21110.  Leather, 
2S.  net. 

THE  VISIONS  OF  DOM  FRANCISCO  QUEVEDO 
VILLEGAS,  Knight  of  the  Order  of  St. 
James.  Made  English  by  R.  L.  From  the 
edition  printed  for  H.  Herringman,  1668. 
Leather.  2S.  net. 

POEMS.  By  Dora  Greenwell.  From  the  edi- 
tion of  1848.  Leather,  zs.  net. 


Fca,p. 


Oxford  Biographies 

Each  volume ,  cloth ,  2s.  6d.  net ;  leather,  35.  6d.  net. 


These  books  are  written  by  scholars  of  repute,  who  combine  knowledge  and 
literary  skill  with  the  power  of  popular  presentation.  They  are  illustrated  from 
authentic  material. 


DANTE  ALIGHIERI.   By  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A., 

D.Litt.      With    12    Illustrations.      Second 

Edition. 
SAVONAROLA.     By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  M.A. 

With  12  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 
JOHN  HOWARD.     By  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D., 

Bishop  of  Gloucester.  With  12  Illustrations. 
TENNYSON.    By  A.  C.  BENSON,  M.A.    With 

9  Illustrations. 
WALTER  RALEIGH.     By  I.  A.  Taylor.     With 

12  Illustrations. 
ERASMUS.    By  E.  F.  H.   Capey.      With   12 

Illustrations. 
THE  YOUNG  PRETENDER.     By  C.   S.   Terry. 

With  12  Illustrations. 


ROBERT    BURNS.      By    T.     F.     Henderson. 

With  12  Illustrations. 
CHATHAM.     By  A.   S.    M'Dowall.     With   12 

Illustrations. 
ST.  FRANCIS  OF  ASSISI.     By  Anna  M.  Stod- 

dart.    With  16  Illustrations. 
CANNING.     By  W.  Alison  Phillips.     With  12 

Illustrations. 
BEACONSFIELD.     By  Walter  Sichel.    With  12 

Illustrations. 

GOETHE.     By  H.  G.  Atkins.     With  12  Illus- 
trations. 
FENELON.      By  Viscount  St.    Cyres.      With 

12  Illustrations. 


School  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Cr.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 


FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAVERS.     By  A.  M. 
M.  Stedman,  M.A.     Thirteenth  Edition. 
A    KEY,  issued   to   Tutors   and  Private 
Students  only  to  be  had  on  application 
to     the    Publishers.        Fifth    Edition. 
Crown  8v0.    6s.  net. 

LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.     By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Thirteenth  Edition. 
KEY  (Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above. 

6*.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.    By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Eighth  Edition. 

KEY  (Third  Edition)  issued   as  above. 

6s.  net. 

GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAFEKS.     By  R.  J. 
Morich.    Sixth  Edition. 


KEY  (Third  Edition)  issued  as  above. 

6s.  net. 

HISTORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.  Second 
Edition. 

PHYSICS  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  By  R.  E. 
Steel,  M.A.,  F.C.S. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A. 
Fifth  Edition. 

KEY  (Third  Edition)  issued   as  above. 
7-r.  net. 

EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN  ENGLISH  HISTORY. 
By  J.  Tail  Plowdsu-Wardlaw,  B.A. 
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Science,  Textbooks  of 

Edited  by  G.  F.  GOODCHILD,  B.A.,  B.Sc.,  and  G.  R.  MILLS,  M.A. 

PRACTICAL  MECHANICS.  By  Sidney  H.  Wells. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     y  &d. 
PRACTICAL  PHYSICS.     By  H.  Stroud,  D.Sc., 

M.A.     Cr.  Bvo.     35.  6d. 
PRACTICAL    CHEMISTRY.      Part    i.      By    W. 

French,  M.A.     Cr.  8vo.     Fourth  Edition. 

\s.  6d.     Part  n.     By  W.  French,  M.A.,  and 

T.  H.  Boardman,  M.A.    Cr.  Bvo.     is.  f>d. 


TECHNICAL    ARITHMETIC    AND    GEOMETRY. 

By    C.    T.    Millis,    M.I.M.E.      Cr.    Boo. 

3s.  6d. 
EXAMPLES  IN  PHYSICS.     By  C.   E.  Jackson, 

B.A.     Cr.  Bvo.     zs.  6d. 
*ELEMENTARY    ORGANIC    CHEMISTRY.      By 

A.    E.    Dunstan,    B.Sc.     Illustrated.     Cr. 

Bvo. 


Social  Questions  of  To-day 

Edited  by  H.  DE  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A.     Crown  Bvo.  2s.  6J. 
A  series  of  volumes  upon  those  topics  of  social,  economic,  and  industrial  interest 
that  are  foremost  in  the  public  mind. 

THE  FACTORY  SYSTEM.      By  R.   W.  Cooke 

Taylor. 
WOMEN'S   WORK.      By    Lady    Dilke,    Miss 

Bulky,  and  Miss  Whitley. 
SOCIALISM  AND  MODERN  THOUGHT.    By  M. 

Kauffmann. 

THE  PROBLEM  OP  THE  UNEMPLOYED. 
A.  Hobson,  M.A. 


TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW  AND  OLD.     By  G. 

Howell.     Third  Edition. 
THE  COMMERCE  OF    NATIONS.      By   C.    F. 

Bastable,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 
THE  ALIEN  INVASION.  By  W.  H.  Wilkins.B.  A. 
THK     RURAL    EXODUS.      By    P.    Anderson 

Graham. 
LAND  NATIONALIZATION.      By  Harold  Cox, 

B.A.     Second  Edition. 
A  SHORTER  WORKING  DAY,     By  H.  de  B. 

Gibbins  and  R.  A.  Hadfield.  _ 
BACK  TO  THE  LAND.     An  Inquiry  into  Rural 

Depopulation.     By  H.  E.  Moore. 
TRUSTS,  POOLS,  AND  CORNERS.  By  J.  Stephen 

Jeans. 


LIFE  IN  WEST  LONDON 

M.A.     Third  Edition. 
RAILWAY   NATIONALIZATION. 

Edwards. 
UNIVERSITY  AND  SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS.     By 

W.  Reason,  M.A. 


ByJ. 

By  Arthur  Sherwell, 
By    Clement 


Technology,  Textbooks  of 

Edited  by  G.  F.  GOODCHILD,  B.A.,  B.Sc.,  and  G.  R.  MILLS,  M.A. 
Fully  Illustrated. 


How  TO  MAKE  A  DRESS.     By  J.  A.  E.  Wood. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     is.  6d. 
CARPENTRY  AND  JOINERY.    By  F.  C.  Webber. 

fourth  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     3$.  6d. 
MILLINERY,  THEORETICAL  AND  PRACTICAL. 

By  Clare  Hill.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo. 

2S. 


AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  STUDY  OF  TEX- 
TILE DESIGN.  By  Aldred  F.  Barker.  Demy 
Bvo.  7$.  6d. 

BUILDERS'  QUANTITIES.  By  H.  C.  Grubb. 
Cr.  Bvo.  4s.  6d. 

REPOUSSE  METAL  WORK.  By  A.  C.  Horth. 
Cr.  Bvo.  zs.  f>d. 


Theology,  Handbooks  of 

Edited  by  R.  L.  OTTLEY,  D.D.,  Professor  of  Pastoral  Theology  at  Oxford, 
and  Canon  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford. 

The  series  is  intended,  in  part,  to  furnish  the  clergy  and  teachers  or  students  of 
Theology  with  trustworthy  Textbooks,  adequately  representing  the  present  position 
of  the  questions  dealt  with ;  in  part,  to  make  accessible  to  the  reading  public  an 
accurate  and  concise  statement  of  facts  and  principles  in  all  questions  bearing  on 
Theology  and  Religion. 
THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF 

ENGLAND.      Edited  by  E.   C.   S.   Gibson, 

D.D.      Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition  in  one 

Volume.     Demy  Bvo.     izs.  6d. 
AN    INTRODUCTION    TO    THE    HISTORY   OF 

RELIGION.       By    F.    B.    Jevons.    M.A., 


Litt.D.  Third  Edition.    DewyBz'ff.  ios.6a". 
THE  DOCTRINE  or  THE  INCARNATION.    By  R. 
L.    Ottley,    D.D.      Second    and   Cheaper 
E  ditto  ft.    Demy  §i'o.     iw.  fid. 


AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE 
CREEDS.  By  A.  E.  Burn,  .D.D  Dewy 
Bvo.  los.  6d. 


THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  RELIGION  IN  ENGLAND 
AND  AMERICA.  By  Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D. 
Demy  Bvo.  xoj.  6a. 

A  HISTORY  OF  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  DOCTRINE. 
ByJ.  F.  Bethune  Baker,  M.A.  Demy  Bvo. 
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Westminster  Commentaries,  The 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 

Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 
The  object  of  each  commentary  is  primarily  exegetical,  to  interpret  the  author's 
meaning  to  the  present  generation.  The  editors  will  not  deal,  except  very  subor- 
dinately,  with  questions  of  textual  criticism  or  philology ;  but,  taking  the  English 
text  in  the  Revised  Version  as  their  basis,  they  will  try  to  combine  a  hearty  accept- 
ance of  critical  principles  with  loyalty  to  the  Catholic  Faith. 

THE  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.  Edited  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D. 
Fifth  Edition  Demy  8v0.  io,r.  6d. 

THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
D.  D.  Second  Edition.  Demy  %vo.  6s. 

THE  ACTS  OK  THE  APOSTLES.  Edited  by  R. 
B.  Rackham,  M.A.  Demy  8v a.  Second  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  los.  6d. 


THE  FIRST  EPISTLE  OF  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE 
TO  THE  CORINTHIANS.  Edited  by  H.  L. 
Goudge,  M.A.  Deiny  8v0.  6s. 

THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  JAMES.  Edited  with  In- 
troduction and  Notes  by  R.  J.  Knowling, 
M.A.  Demy  8^0.  6s. 
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Albanesi  (E.  Maria).    SUSANNAH  AND 

ONE    OTHER.      Fourth  Edition.       Cr. 

8vo.  6s. 
THE  BLUNDER  OF  AN  INNOCENT. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
CAPRICIOUS  CAROLINE.     Second  Edi- 
tion.   Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
LOVE    AND    LOUISA.      Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8z>0.    6s. 

PETER,  A  PARASITE.     Cr.  %-vo.     6s. 
THE  BROWN  EYES  OF  MARY.     Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
Anstey  (F.).    Author   of  'Vice    Versa.'      A 

BAYARD  FROM  BENGAL.    Illustrated 

by  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.     Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     3.1.  6d. 
Bacheller (Irving),  Authorof 'EbenHolden.' 

DARREL  OF  THE  BLESSED  ISLES. 

Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Bagot  (Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  PASSPORT.     Fourth  Ed.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
Baring-Gould  (S.).     ARMINELL.     Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
URITH.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.    Seventh 

Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
CHEAP    JACK    ZITA.       Fourth    Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
MARGERY     OF     QUETHER.         Third 

Edition.     Cr.  %vo.     6s. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.    Fifth  Edition. 

JACQUETTA.  Third  Edition.  Cr.8v0.  6s. 
KITTY  ALONE.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.8v0.  6s. 
NOEMI.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr. 

THE    BROOM-S  QUIRE.       Illustrated. 
Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 


DARTMOOR  IDYLLS.    Cr.  8v0.    6s. 
THE      PENNYCOMEQUICKS.        Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
GUAVAS   THE    TINNER.         Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
BLADYS.       Illustrated.      Second     Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

PABO  THE  PRIEST.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
WINEFRED.     Illustrated.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     6s. 

ROYAL  GEORGIE.  Illustrated.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 
MISS  QUILLET.    Illustrated.    Cr.  &ve.   6s. 
CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS.     Cr.  8v0.    6s. 
IN   DEWISLAND.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

8v0.     6s. 

LITTLE  TU'PENNY.   A  New  Edition.   6J. 
See  also  Strand   Novels  and  Books  for 

Boys  and  Girls. 
Barlow  (Jane).     THE  LAND  OF   THE 

SHAMROCK.      Cr.    Zvo.      6s.      See  also 

Strand  Novels. 
Barr  (Robert).       IN    THE    MIDST   OF 

ALARMS.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  Bve.     6s. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.   Third  Edition. 

Cr.  %vo.    6s. 
THE  LADY  ELECTRA.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8v0.    6s. 
THE      TEMPESTUOUS      PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated.     Third  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.    6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels  and  S.  Crane. 
Begbie  (Harold).    THE  ADVENTURES 

OF  SIR  JOHN  SPARROW.  Cr.  8zw.  6*. 
Belloc(Hilaire).  EMMANUEL  BURDEN, 

MERCHANT.      With  36  Illustrations  by 

G.    K.    CHESTERTON.       Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
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Benson  (E.  F.)    DODO.    Fowth  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    65-.    See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Benson    (Margaret).        SUBJECT     TO 

VANITY.     Cr.  Bvo.     y.  6d. 
Bourne  (Harold  C.).     See  V.  Langbridge. 
Burton   (J.   Bloundelle).       THE    YEAR 

ONE :   A  Page  of  the  French  Revolution. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
THE  FATE  OF  VALSEC.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
A  BRANDED  NAME.     Cr.  Boa.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Capes  (Bernard),  Author  of  'The  Lake  of 

Wine.'  THE  EXTRAORDINARY  CON- 
FESSIONS OF  DIANA  PLEASE.    Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 

A  JAY  OF  ITALY.    Fourth  Ed.   Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 
LOAVES  AND  FISHES.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Chesney  (Weatherby).    THE  TRAGEDY 

OF    THE    GREAT    EMERALD.      Cr. 

Bvo.     6s. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  A  BUNGALOW. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Clifford  (Hugh).      A  FREE  LANCE   OF 

TO-DAY.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).     See  Strand  Novels 

and  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 
Cobb  (Thomas).     A  CHANGE  OF  FACE. 

Coreili  (Marie).  A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO 
WORLDS.  Twenty-Sixth  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  6s. 

VENDETTA.  Twenty-Third  Edition.  Cr. 
Bvo.  6s. 

T  HELM  A.       Thirty-Fourth    Edition.     Cr. 

ARDATH :  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD 
SELF.  Sixteenth  Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Thirteenth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

WORMWOOD.   Fourteenth  Ed.  Cr.Bvo.  6s. 

BARABBAS:  A  DREAM  OF  THE 
WORLD'S  TRAGEDY.  Forty-first  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Fiftieth 
Edition.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN.  ifyth 
Thousand.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

TEMPORAL  POWER:  A  STUDY  IN 
SUPREMACY.  150**  Thousand.  Cr. 
Bvo.  6s. 

GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  :  A  SIMPLE  LOVE 
STORY.  -L-^-jth  Thousand.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  MIGHTY  ATOM.  A  New  Edition. 
Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 

BOY.    A  New  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

JANE.     A  New  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 

Crockett  (S.  R.),  Author  of 'The  Raiders,1 
etc.  LOCH  INVAR.  Illustrated.  Third 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.    Cr.  Bvo.   6s. 

Croker  (B.  M.).  THE  OLD  CANTON- 
MENT. Cr.Bvo.  6s. 

JOHANNA.  Second  Edition.    Cr.Bvo.    6s. 


THE  HAPPY  VALLEY.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
A     NINE     DAYS'     WONDER.         Third 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
PEGGY     OF    THE    BARTONS.      Sixth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
ANGEL.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Bra.     6s. 
A  STATE  SECRET.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 

Bvo.     2s-  &d. 
Dawson    (Francis    W.).       THE    SCAR. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Dawson    (A.     J).        DANIEL    WHYTE. 

Cr.  Bvo.    2s-  ^d. 
Doyle    (A.    Conan),    Author   of    'Sherlock 

Holmes,'       'The    White     Company,'    etc. 

ROUND    THE    RED    LAMP.      Ninth 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.    Everard 

Cotes).      THOSE     DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS.  Illustrated.  ThirdEdition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     6s.     See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Findlater(J.  H.).  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 

OF     BALGOWRIE.         Fifth     Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Findlater   (Mary).     A    NARROW   WAY. 

ThirdEdition.     Cr.  Bvo..     6s. 
THE    ROSE    OF  JOY.       Third   Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Fitzpatrick    (K.)      THE     WEANS     AT 

ROWALLAN.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Fitzstephen     (Gerald).       MORE      KIN 

THAN  KIND.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Fletcher     (J.     S.).     LUCIAN      THE 

DREAMER.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Fraser(Mrs.  Hugh),  Author  of 'The  Stolen 

Emperor.'  THE  SLAKING  OF  THE 

SWORD.  Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 
THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  LORD.   Cr. 

Bvo.    6s. 
Fuller- Maitland  (Mrs.),  Author  of  '  The 

Day  Book  of  BethiaHardacre.'  BLANCHE 

ESMEAD.    Second  Edition.    Cr.Bvo.    6s. 
Gerard  (Dorothea),  Author  of  '  Lady  Baby. 

THE      CONQUEST      OF      LONDON. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
HOLY    MATRIMONY.      Second   Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

MADE  OF  MONEY.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  BRIDGE  OF  LIFE.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE      IMPROBABLE     IDYL.          Third 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Gerard    (Emily).       THE      HERON  S' 

TOWER.    Cr.Svo.    6s. 
Gissing  (George),  Author  of  '  Demos,'  '  In 

the  Year  of  Jubilee,'  etc.      THE  TOWN 

TRAVELLER.  Second  Ed.    Cr.Bvo.     6s. 
THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Gleig  (Charles).      BUNTER'S   CRUISE. 

Illustrated.     Cr.  Bvo.    3$.  6d. 
Harraden  (Beatrice).      IN  VARYING 

MOODS.  Fourteenth  Edition.  Cr.Bvo.  6s. 
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THE  SCHOLAR'S  DAUGHTER.    Fourth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
HILDA  STRAFFORD.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Harrod  (F.)  (Frances  Forbes  Robertson). 
THE  TAMING  OF   THE    BRUTE.     Cr. 

Bvo.    6s. 
Herbert.son    (Agnes    G.).       PATIENCE 

DEAN.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
HIchens  (Robert).    THE  PROPHET  OF 

BERKELE  f  SQUARE.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
TONGUES    OF    CONSCIENCE.     Second 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
FELIX.    Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  WOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN.    Sixth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
BYEWAYS.     Cr.  Bvo.    v  &/. 
THE  GARDEN  OF  ALLAH.      Thirtetnth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
THE  BLACK  SPANIEL.     Cr.  Bvo.   6s. 
Hobbes  (John  Oliver),  Author  of  'Robert 

Orange.'       THE    SERIOUS    WOOING. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Hope  (Anthony).      THE  GOD   IN  THE 

CAR.     Tenth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
A    CHANGE    OF    AIR.      Sixth    Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
A  MAN  OF  MARK.    Fifth  Edition.    Cr. 

Bvo.     6s. 

THE   CHRONICLES    OF    COUNT  AN- 
TONIO.    Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
PHROSO.      Illustrated  by   H.    R.   MILLAR. 

Sixth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Seventh  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  KING'S  MIRROR.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

QUISANTE.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  DOLLY  DIALOGUES.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
A  SERVANT   OF   THE   PUBLIC.     Illus- 
trated.    Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Hope  (Graham),   Author  of  '  A  Cardinal  and 

his  Conscience,'  etc.,  etc.     THE    LADY 

OF  LYTE.     Second  Ed.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Hough  (Emerson).     THE   MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE.     Illustrated.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Housman  (Clemence).      THE  LIFE  OF 

SIR  AGLO VALE  DEGALIS.  Cr.Bvo.6t. 
Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe),  Author  of  '  Captain 

Kettle.'     MR.   HORROCKS,   PURSER. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Jacobs  (W.  W.).        MANY    CARGOES. 

Twenty-Eighth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.    3*.  6<f. 
SEA   URCHINS.     Twelfth  Edition..     Cr. 

Bvo.     3J.  6d. 
A    MASTER    OF    CRAFT.       Illustrated. 

Seventh  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     3*.  6d. 
LIGHT    FREIGHTS.      Illustrated.      Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     -is.  6d. 
James  (Henry).  THE  SOFT  SIDE.  Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  BETTER  SORT.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE    AMBASSADORS.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 


THE  GOLDEN  BOWL.      Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

Janson  (Gustaf).     ABRAHAM'S  SACRI- 
FICE.    Cr.  BT>O.     6s. 
Keays   (H.    A.    Mitchell).       HE    THAT 

EATETH    BREAD    WITH    ME.      Cr. 

Bvo.    6s. 
Langbridge      (V.)      and      Bourne       (C. 

Harold.).       THE    VALLEY     OF     IN- 

HERITANCE.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).    WITH    ESSEX 

IN  IRELAND.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Lawson    (Harry),    Author   of    'When    the 

Billy    Boils.'      CHILDREN     OF     THE 

BUSH.    Cr.too.    6s. 
Le  Queux  (W.).    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 

WESTMINSTER.     Third  Edition.     Cr. 

Bvo.     6s. 
THE    CLOSED    BOOK.      Third   Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE     VALLEY     OF     THE     SHADOW. 

Illustrated.      Third  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
BEHIND  THE  THRONE.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Levett-Yeats   (S.).      ORRAIN.      Second 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Long  (J.    Luther),     Co- Author    of    'The 

Darling    of     the     Gods.1       MADAME 

BUTTERFLY.     Cr.  Bvo.    3s*6d. 
SIXTY  JANE.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Lowis  (Cecil).      THE  MACHINATIONS 

OF  THE  MYO-OK.     Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Lyall  (Edna).      DERRICK   VAUGHAN, 

NOVELIST.     42nd  Thousand.     Cr.  Bvo. 

3s.  6d. 
M'Carthy  (Justin  H.),  Author  of '  If  I  were 

King.'      THE     LADY    OF     LOYALTY 

HOUSE.    Illustrated.   Third  Edition.   Cr. 

Bvo.     6s. 

THE  DRYAD.   Second  Edition.   Cr.  Bvo.  6s. 
Macdonald  (Ronald).    THE  SEA  MAID. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
Macnaughtan  (S.).     THE  FORTUNE  OF 

CHRISTINA  MACNAB.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
Malet  (Lucas).    COLONEL  ENDERBY'S 

WIFE.     Fourth  Edition.     Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.      New 

Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.     6s. 
THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Fourteenth  Edition. 

THE  CARISSIMA.     Fourth  Edition.    Cr. 

Bvo.     6s. 
THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  Fourth  Edi- 

tion.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE    HISTORY     OF    SIR     RICHARD 

CALM  AD  Y.  Seventh  Edition.  Cr.Bvo.  6s. 

See  also  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 
Mann  (Mrs.  M.  E.).  OLIVIA'S  SUMMER. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
A     LOST     ESTATE.        A    New   Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
THE  PARISH  OF  HILBY.  A  New  Edition. 

Cr.  Bvo.    6s. 
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THE  PARISH  NURSE.      Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

GRAN'MA'S  JANE.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 
MRS.  PETER  HOWARD.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
A    WINTER'S    TALE.      A   New  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
ONE  ANOTHER'S  BURDENS.     A  New 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
ROSE  AT  HONEYPOT.     Third  Ed.    Cr. 

8vo.   6s.   See  also  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 
Marriott     (Charles),      Author      of     'The 

Column.'     GENEVRA.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.   6s. 
Marsh  (Richard).    THE  TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE.  Second  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
A  DUEL.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE   MARQUIS  OF    PUTNEY.    Second 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Mason  (A.    E.  W.),  Author  of  'The  Four 

Feathers,'  etc.      CLEMENTINA.      Illus- 
trated.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Mathers  (Helen),  Author  of  '  Comin'  thro' 

the    Rye.'      HONEY.      Fourth   Edition. 

Cr.  &vo.     6s. 
GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT.     Cr.  8vo. 

6s. 
THE  FERRYMAN.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

8vo.     6s. 
Maxwell  (W.  B.),  Author  of  'The  Ragged 

Messenger.1      VIVIEN.     Eighth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE    RAGGED    MESSENGER.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
FABULOUS  FANCIES.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
Aleade  (L.  T.).    DRIFT.    Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

RESURGAM.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
VICTORY.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

See  also  Books  for  Girls  and  Boys. 
Meredith     (Ellis).       HEART     OF     MY 

HEART.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
'Miss    Molly'     (The  Author    of).       THE 

GREAT  RECONCILER.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Mitford  (Bertram).    THE  SIGN  OF  THE 

SPIDER.      Illustrated.       Sixth    Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     js.  6d. 
IN    THE    WHIRL    OF    THE    RISING. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE  RED  DERELICT.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
Montresor  (P.    F.),    Author   of   'Into  the 

Highways  and    Hedges.'     THE  ALIEN. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  Sve.    6s. 
Morrison  (Arthur).      TALES  OF  MEAN 

STREETS.    Sixth  Edition.    Cr.Zvo.     6s. 
A  CHILD  OF  THE  JAGO.  Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
TO    LONDON    TOWN.      Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

CUNNING  MURRELL.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE  HOLE  IN  THE  WALL.    Fourth  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  8vff.     6s. 
DIVERS  VANITIES.    Cr.  8vo.    6s. 


Nesbit  (E.).    (Mrs.  E.  Bland).    THE  RED 
HOUSE.      Illustrated.      Fourth  Edition. 
Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
See  also  Strand  Novels. 

Norris  (W.  E.).  THE  CREDIT  OF  THE 
COUNTY.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 

THE   EMBARRASSING   ORPHAN.     Cr. 

8vo.    6s. 

NIGEL'S  VOCATION.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
BARHAM  OF  BELTANA.   Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.    6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Ollivant    (Alfred).       OWD    BOB,    THE 

GREY  DOG   OF   KENMUIR.     Eighth 

Edition.      Cr.  Zvo.     6s. 
Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).     MASTER  OF 

MEN.     Third  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Oxenham     (John),     Author    of    '  Barbe    of 

Grand  Bayou. '     A  WEAVER  OF  WEBS. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  GATE  OF  THE  DESERT.     Fourth 

Edition.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Pain    (Barry).      THREE     FANTASIES. 

Cr.  8z>ff.     is. 
LINDLEY    KAYS.      Third   Edition.      Cr. 

8vo.    6s. 
Parker   (Gilbert).      PIERRE    AND    HIS 

PEOPLE.    Sixth  Edition. 
MRS.  FALCHION.  Fifth  Edition.    Cr.lvo. 

6s. 
THE   TRANSLATION    OF    A   SAVAGE. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
THE    TRAIL   OF  THE    SWORD.     Illus- 

trated.     Ninth  Edition.     Cr.  %-uo.     6s. 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC  : 

The    Story  of  a  Lost    Napoleon.      Fifth 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH : 

The    Last  Adventures    of   'Pretty  Pierre." 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  SEATS  OF  THE   MIGHTY.      Illus- 
trated.   Fourteenth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE    BATTLE   OF    THE   STRONG:    a 

Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.     Illustrated. 

Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE    POMP    OF    THE    LAVILETTES. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     y.  6d. 
Pemberton   (Max).      THE    FOOTSTEPS 

OF    A    THRONE.       Illustrated.      Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
I   CROWN  THEE   KING.     With   Illustra- 

tions   by  Frank  Dadd   and   A.    Forrestier. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Phillpotts  (Eden).    LYING  PROPHETS. 

CHUJDREN  OF  THE  MIST.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion. Cr.  8vo.  6s.  , 

THE  HUMAN  BOY.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Fourth  Edition,  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  Second 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo.  6s. 


MESSRS.  METHUEN'S  CATALOGUE 


THE  RIVER.     Third  Edition.   Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE    AMERICAN    PRISONER.       Third 

Edition.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
THE  SECRET  WOMAN.   Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
KNOCK  AT  A  VENTURE.   With  a  Frontis- 

piece.      Third  Edition.     Cr.  8?'0.      6s. 
THE  PORTREEVE.    Fourth  Edition.    Cr. 

too.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Pickthall     (Marmaduke).       SAID    THE 

FISHERMAN.      Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  8vo. 

6s. 

BRENDLE.    Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
'Q,'  Author  of  'Dead  Man's  Rock.'    THE 

WHITE   WOLF.     Second  Edition.     Cr. 

too.     6s. 
THE  MAYOR  OF  TROY.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  too.    6s. 
Rhys    (Grace).        THE    WOOING     OF 

SHEILA.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  LISNOVER.     Cr.  too. 

6s. 

Rhys  (Grace)  and    Another.     THE  DI- 
VERTED   VILLAGE.       Illustrated     by 

DOROTHY  GWYN  JEFFREYS.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
Ridge  (W.  Pett).      LOST   PROPERTY. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  too.     6s. 
ERB.     Second  Edition.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.     Second  Edition. 

Cr.  too.     3-r.  6d. 
A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS.    A  New  Edition. 

Cr.  too.     y.  6d. 
MRS.   GALER'S   BUSINESS.     Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Cr.  too.     6s. 
SECRETARY  TO  BAYNE,  M.P.    Cr.  too. 

3*.  6d. 
Ritchie  (Mrs.  David  G.).    THE  TRUTH- 

FUL  LIAR.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Roberts  (C.  G.  D.).    THE   HEART   OF 

THE     ANCIENT    WOOD.      Cr.     8vo. 

3s.  6d. 
Russell     (W.     Clark).       MY     DANISH 

SWEETHEART.     Illustrated.    Fifth 

Edition.    Cr.  too.    6s. 
HIS    ISLAND    PRINCESS.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.    Cr.  6vo.     6s. 
ABANDONED.    Cr.  too.    6s. 

See  also  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls. 
Sergeant  (Adeline).     ANTHEA'S  WAY. 

Cr.  too.    6s. 
THE    PROGRESS  OF  RACHAEL.      Cr. 

8vo,     6s. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  MOAT.   Second 

Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

MRS.  LYGON'S  HUSBAND.    Cr.  too.    6s. 
THE  COMING  OF  THE  RANDOLPHS. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Shannon.  (W.F.)     THE   MESS   DECK 
Cr.  too.    3*.  6d. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 


Sonnischsen( Albert).  DEEP-SEA  VAGA. 

BONDS.    Cr.  too.    6s. 
Thompson    (Vance).       SPINNERS     OF 

LIFE.     Cr.  too.    6s. 

Urquhart  (M.),     A  TRAGEDY  IN  COM- 
MONPLACE.    Second  Ed.    Cr.  too.     6s. 
Waineman    (Paul).      BY    A    FINNISH 

LAKE.     Cr.  8vo.    6s. 
THE    SONG    OF    THE   FOREST.      Cr. 

8vo.    6s.     See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Waltz  (E.  C.).     THE  ANCIENT  LAND- 
MARK :  A  Kentucky  Romance.     Cr.  too. 

6s. 
Watson  (H.   B.   Marriott).     ALARUMS 

AND  EXCURSIONS.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
CAPTAIN    FORTUNE.       Third  Edition. 

Cr.  too.     6s. 
TWISTED    EGLANTINE.      With  8  Illus- 

trations  by  FRANK  CRAIG.    Third  Edition. 

Cr.  too.    6s. 
THE  HIGH  TOBY.    With  a  Frontispiece. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8v<r.     6s. 

See  also  Strand  Novels. 
Wells  (H.   G.).    THE  SEA    LADY.    Cr. 

too.     6s. 
Wey  man  (Stanley),  Author  of 'A  Gentleman 

of  France.'     UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE. 

With   Illustrations  by  R.  C.  WOODVILLE. 

Twentieth  Edition.     Cr.  too.     6s. 
White  (Stewart  E.),  Author  of  '  The  Blazed 

Trail.1      CONJUROR'S      HOUSE.       A 

Romance  of  the  Free  Trail.   Second  Edition. 

Cr.  too.    6s. 
White  (Percy).    THE  SYSTEM.     Third 

Edition.     Cr.  8vc.     6s. 
THE  PATIENT  MAN.      Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.),  Author  of  '  The 

Barnstormers.'          THE    ADVENTURE 

OF  PRINCESS  SYLVIA.     Second  Edi- 

tion.     Cr.  too.     35. 6d. 

THE  WOMAN  WHO  DARED.  Cr.  too.  6s. 
THE  SEA  COULD  TELL.  Second  Edition. 

Cr.  8z>o.     6s. 
THE    CASTLE    OF    THE    SHADOWS. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
PAPA.     Cr.  too.    6s. 
LADY  BETTY  ACROSS  THE  WATER. 

Third  Edition.     Cr.  8v0.     6s. 
Williamson  (C.   N.   and  A.    M.).      THE 

LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR:  Being  the 

Romance    of   a    Motor   Car.       Illustrated. 

Fourteenth  Edition.     Cr.  too.     6s. 
THE    PRINCESS    PASSES.      Illustrated. 

Seventh  Edition.    Cr.  8vo.     6s. 
MY  FRIEND  THE  CHAUFFEUR.    With 

1 6   Illustrations.       Seventh  Edition.      Cr. 

8v0.     6s. 
Wyllarde   (Dolf),    Author   of    'Uriah   the 

Hittite.'      THE    PATHWAY   OF    THE 

PIONEER.  Fourth  Edition.  Cr.too..6s. 


FICTION 


Methuen's  Shilling  Novels 

Cr.  &vo.      Cloth,   is.  net. 

ENCOURAGED  by  the  great  and  steady  sale  of  their  Sixpenny  Novels,  Messrs.  Methuen  have 
determined  to  issue  a  new  series  of  fiction  at  a  low  price  under  the  title  of 'THE  SHILLING 
NOVELS.'  These  books  are  well  printed  and  well  bound  in  cloth,  and  the  excellence  of  their 
quality  may  be  gauged  from  the  names  of  those  authors  who  contribute  the  early  volumes  of 
the  series. 

Messrs.  Methuen  would  point  out  that  the  books  are  as  good  and  as  long  as  a  six  shilling 
novel,  that  they  are  bound  in  cloth  and  not  in  paper,  and  that  their  price  is  One  Shilling  net. 
They  feel  sure  that  the  public  will  appreciate  such  good  and  cheap  literature,  and  the  books  can 
be  seen  at  all  good  booksellers. 
The  first  volumes  are — 


Balfour    (Andrew).      VENGEANCE    IS 

MINE. 
TO  ARMS. 
Baring-Gould  (S.).    MRS.  CURGENVEN 

OF  CURGENVEN. 
DOMITIA. 
THE  FROBISHERS. 
Barlow    (Jane),     Author  of  '  Irish  Idylls. 

FROM      THE     EAST     UNTO     THE 

WEST. 

A  CREEL  OF  IRISH  STORIES. 
THE  FOUNDING  OF  FORTUNES. 
Barr  (Robert).     THE  VICTORS. 
Bartram  (George).    THIRTEEN  EVEN- 

INGS. 
Benson  (E.  F.),  Author  of  'Dodo.1    THE 

CAPSINA. 
Bowles  (G.  Stewart).    A  STRETCH  OFF 

THE  LAND. 

Brooke  (Emma).    THE  POET'S  CHILD. 
Bullock  (Shan  F.).     THE  BARRYS. 
THE  CHARMER. 
THE  SQUIREEN. 
THE  RED  LEAGUERS. 
Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).     ACROSS  THE 

SALT  SEAS. 
THE  CLASH  OF  ARMS. 
DENOUNCED. 
FORTUNE'S  MY  FOE. 
Capes    (Bernard).      AT    A    WINTER'S 

FIRE. 
Chesney  (Weatherby).     THE  BAPTIST 

RING. 

THE  BRANDED  PRINCE. 
THE  FOUNDERED  GALLEON. 
JOHN  TOPP. 
Clifford  (Mrs.   W.    K.).      A    FLASH    OF 

SUMMER. 
Collingwood   (Harry).      THE    DOCTOR 

OF  THE  'JULIET.' 

Cornford  (L.  Cope).     SONS  OF  ADVER- 
SITY. 
Crane   (Stephen).     WOUNDS  IN  THE 

RAIN. 
Denny  (C.    E.).     THE    ROMANCE   OF 

UPFOLD  MANOR. 
Dickson  (Harris).    THE  BLACK  WOLF'S 

BREED. 
Dickinson     (Evelyn).       THE    SIN    OF 

ANGELS. 


Duncan  (Sara  J.).    *THE  POOL  IN  THE 

DESERT. 

A  VOYAGE  OF  CONSOLATION. 
Embree  (C.  F.).    A  HEART  OF  FLAME. 
Fenn   (G.    Manville).     AN    ELECTRIC 

SPARK. 
Findlater  (Jane  H.).    A  DAUGHTER  OF 

STRIFE. 

Findlater  (Mary).     OVER  THE  HILLS. 
Forrest    (R.     E.).      THE    SWORD    OF 

AZRAEL. 

Francis  (M.  E.).     MISS  ERIN. 
Gallon  (Tom).    RICKERBY'S  FOLLY. 
Gerard     (Dorothea).       THINGS    THAT 

HAVE  HAPPENED. 

Gilchrist(R.  Murray).  WILLOWBRAKE. 
Glanville   (Ernest).      THE  DESPATCH 

RIDER. 

THE  LOST  REGIMENT. 
THE  KLOOF  BRIDE. 
THE  INCA'S  TREASURE. 
Gordon  (Julien).    MRS.  CLYDE. 
WORLD'S  PEOPLE. 
Goss  (C.  F.).     THE  REDEMPTION  OF 

DAVID  CORSON. 

Gray  (E.   M 'Queen).       MY  STEWARD- 
SHIP. 

Hales  (A.  G.).     JAIR  THE  APOSTATE. 
HamiIton(Lord  Ernest).  MARYHAMIL. 

TON. 
Harrison  (Mrs.  Burton).    A  PRINCESS 

OF  THE  HILLS.     Illustrated. 
Hooper  (I.).    THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY. 
Hough  (Emerson).     THE  MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE. 
'Iota'  (Mrs.  Caffyn).      ANNE  MAULE- 

VERER. 
Jepson  (Edgar).       KEEPERS  OF  THE 

PEOPLE. 
Kelly  (Florence  Finch).     WITH  HOOPS 

OF  STEEL. 

Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).     MAELCHO. 
Linden  (Annie).   A  WOMAN  OF  SENTI. 

MENT. 

Lorimer  (Norma).    JOSIAH'S  WIFE. 
Lush  (Charles  K.).     THE  AUTOCRATS. 
Macdonell    (Anne).      THE    STORY   OF 

TERESA. 
Macgrath    (Harold).       THE     PUPPET 

CROWN. 


MESSRS.  METHUEN'S  CATALOGUE 


Macklc  (Pauline  Bradford).  THE  VOICE 

IN  THE  DESERT. 
Marsh   (Richard).      THE    SEEN    AND 

THE  UNSEEN. 
GARNERED. 
A  METAMORPHOSIS. 
MARVELS  AND  MYSTERIES. 
BOTH  SIDES  OF  THE  VEIL. 
Mayall  (J.  W.).    THE  CYNIC  AND  THE 

SYREN. 

Monkhouse  (Allan).     LOVE  IN  A  LIFE. 
Moore  (Arthur).    THE  KNIGHT  PUNC- 
TILIOUS. 
Nesbit  (Mrs.  Bland).    THE  LITERARY 

SENSE. 

Norris(W.  E.).    AN  OCTAVE. 
Oliphant  (Mrs.).    THE  LADY'S  WALK. 
SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE. 
THE  TWO  MARY'S. 
Penny  (Mrs.  Frank).     A  MIXED  MAR. 

AGE. 
Phillpotts    (Eden).       THE    STRIKING 

HOURS. 
FANCY  FREE. 
Pryce    (Richard).      TIME    AND    THE 

WOMAN. 

Randall  (J.).  AUNT  EETHIA'S  BUTTON. 
Raymond  (Walter).      FORTUNE'S  DAR- 

LING. 

Rayner  (Olive  Pratt).     ROSALBA. 
Rhys  (Grace).    THE  DIVERTED  VILL- 

AGE. 


RIckert  (Edith).  OUT  OF  THE  CYPRESS 

SWAMP. 

Roberton(M.  H.).  A  GALLANT  QUAKER. 
Saunders  (Marshall).      ROSE  A  CHAR. 

LiTTE. 
Sergeant   (Adeline).      ACCUSED    AND 

ACCUSER. 

BARBARA'S  MONEY. 
THE  ENTHUSIAST. 
A  GREAT  LADY. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME. 
THE  MASTER  OF  BEECHWOOD. 
UNDER  SUSPICION. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND. 
Shannon  (W.  P.).    JIM  TWELVES. 
Strain  (E.  H.).  ELMSLIE'S  DRAG  NET. 
Stringer  (Arthur).  THE  SILVER  POPPY. 
Stuart  (Esme).    CHRISTALLA. 
Sutherland  (Duchess  of).     ONE  HOUR 

AND  THE  NEXT. 

Swan  (Annie).    LOVE  GROWN  COLD. 
Swift  (Benjamin).     SORDON. 
Tanqueray  (Mrs.  B.  M.).     THE  ROYAL 

QUAKER. 
Trafford-Taunton  (Mrs.E.W.).  SILENT 

DOMINION. 

Upward  (Allen).     ATHELSTANE  FORD. 
Waineman(Paul).    A  HEROINE  FROM 

FINLAND. 
Watson  (H.  B.  Marriott).    THE  SKIRTS 

OF  HAPPY  CHANCE. 
•  Zack.'  TALES  OF  DUNSTABLE  WEIR. 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 

Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.     $s.  6d. 


THE  GETTING  WELL  OF  DOROTHY.  By  Mrs. 
W.  K.  Clifford.  Second  Edition. 

THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.  By  S.  Baring- 
Gould. 

ONLY  A  GUARD-ROOM  DOG.  By  Edith  E. 
Cuthell. 

THE  DOCTOR  OF  THE  JULIET.  By  Harry 
Collingwood. 

LITTLE  PETER.      By  Lucas  Malet.      Second 

Edition. 
MASTER  ROCKAFELLAR'S  VOYAGE.      By  W. 

Clark  Russell. 


THE  SECRET  OF  MADAME  DE  MONLUC.     By 

the  Author  of  "  Mdlle.  Mori." 
SYD  BELTON  :  Or,  the  Boy  who  would  not  go 

to  Sea.     By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
THE  RED  GRANGE.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 
A  GIRL  OF  THE  PEOPLE.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Second  Edition. 

HEPSY  GIPSY.     By  L.  T.  Meade.     2*.  6d. 
THE  HONOURABLE  Miss.     By  L.  T.  Meade. 

Second  Edition. 
THERE  WAS  ONCE  A  PRINCE.     By  Mrs.  M.  E. 

Mann. 
WHEN  ARNOLD  COMES  HOME.    By  Mrs.  M.  E. 

Mann. 


The  Novels  of  Alexandre  Dumas 

Price  6d.    Double  Volumes,  is. 


THE  THREE  MUSKETEERS.  With  a  long 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang.  Double 
volume. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  THIEVES.    Second  Edition, 

ROBIN  HOOD.     A  Sequel  to  the  above. 

THE  CORSICAN  BROTHERS. 

GEORGES. 


CROP-EARED  JACQUOT;  JANE;  Etc. 

TWENTY  YEARS  AFTER.     Double  vulume. 

AMAURY. 

THE  CASTLE  OF  EPPSTEIN. 

THE  SNOWBALL,  and  SULTANETTA. 

CECILE  ;  OR,  THE  WEDDING  GOWN. 

ACTE. 
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THE  BLACK  TULIP. 

THE  VICOMTE  DE  BRAGELONNE. 

Part  i.   Louise  de  la  Valliere.     Double 

Volume. 
Part  ir.    The   Man   in   the   Iron    Mask. 

Double  Volume. 
THE  CONVICT'S  SON. 
THE  WOLF-LEADER. 
NANON;  OR,  THE  WOMEN'     WAR.     Double 

volume. 

PAULINE  ;  MURAT  ;  AND  PASCAL  BRUNO. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  PAMPHILE. 
FERNANDE. 
GABRIEL  LAMBERT. 
CATHERINE  BLUM. 
THE    CHEVALIER    D'HARMENTAL.       Double 

volume. 
SYLVANDIRE. 
THE  FENCING  MASTER. 
THE  REMINISCENCES  OF  ANTONY. 
CONSCIENCE. 
PERE  LA  RUINS. 
*HENRI  OF  NAVARRE.      The  second  part  of 

Queen  Margot. 
THE   GREAT   MASSACRE.     The  first  part  of 

Queen  Margot. 
THE  WILD  DUCK  SHOOTER. 

Illuitrated  Edition. 
Demy  8vo.     Cloth. 

THE    THREE    MUSKETEERS.      Illustrated    in 
Colour  by  Frank  Adams,    zs.  bd. 


THE   PRINCE   OF   THIEVBS.      Illustrated  in 

Colour  by  Frank  Adams,     zs. 
ROBIN  HOOD  THE  OUTLAW.     Illustrated  in 

Colour  by  Frank  Adams,     zs. 
THE    CORSICAN    BROTHERS.      Illustrated   in 

Colour  by  A.  M.  M'Lellan.     is.  6rf. 
THE  WOLF-LEADER.       Illustrated  in  Colour 

by  Frank  Adams.     Tts.  6tt. 
GEORGES.   Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 

ZS. 

TWENTY  YEARS  AFTER.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  Frank  Adams.  36% 

AMAURY.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon 
Browne,  vs. 

THE  SNOWBALL,  and  SULTANETTA.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams.  zs. 

THE  VICOMTE  DE  BRAGELONNE.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 

Part  I.  Louise  de  la  Valliere.     3*. 

Part  ii.  The  Man  in  the  Iron  Mask.     3*. 

CROP-EARED  JACQUOT  ;  JANE  ;  Etc.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne.  -25. 

THE  CASTLE  OF  EPPSTEIN.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  Stewart  Orr.  is.  (>d. 

ACTE.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon 
Browne,  is.  6d, 

CECILK  ;  OR,  THE  WEDDING  GOWN.  Illus- 
trated in  Colour  by  D.  Murray  Smith. 
is.  6d. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  PAMPHILE. 
Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 
is.  bet. 


Methuen's  Sixpenny  Books 


Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PRE- 
JUDICE. 

Bagot  (Richard).   A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Balfour  (Andrew).  BY  STROKE  OF 
SWORD. 

Baring-Gould  (S.).    FURZE  BLOOM. 
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